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Tothe Right Honourable, wellaccom- 


pliſhed Lady, Ar 1c, Counteſſe of Derby, my 
good Lady and Miſtrefle: And,to her three right Noble 


Davghters by Birth, Nature, and Education, tize La- 
dy El:3,1b.th,Countelic of Huntiingron, the Lady Francs 
Erertoi, and the 1.ady . 4unc, Wife to the truely No- 
ble Lord,Gray, Lord {hands that now is; be 
all Comfort when fo cucr 


CROFT, 
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Hough long,yet ( lee) at length What was deſien'd, 
IN Toyou and yours (great Lady ) now 15 come - 
ply Toyour faire Hands, 10 mooue your fairer Minde 
*—#T on:minde His painc tha! is true pleaſures Summe: 

For,Siren-pleaſures,tha! but Senſe allure, 

Muſt with the pleallures lowing ſrom this paine 

Beclens d,, olſe thoſe will runne to Helizs impure; 

While theſe ts Eden tire reflow agatne. 

The Crolise(true Tree of litc)doth fairely grow 

In midd'ft thereof; of whoſe truite if you taſte 

The Nectar'd Inyce » ili ja your Soule oreflow 

That Shewill bejoy-drunke with that repait ! 

T's Fleſh and Blood thts Tree bet V\/ormewood ſeemes, 
How ere the ſame »ay be of Svoer-cheſt 5 _ » 
But * That which quickers Tretinthe Crolle effcemes The Se 
T obe,of Comtorts,ve/ter 1165 the belt! = 
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For Pleaſures moſt ore'come the weakeſt Minds 


Von the Croſle(ss cn a Touch) we may 


 Trieour Soules valuewhether great,or ſmall: 


If there, it (waſht with Water-Strong) aoth ſtay, 


 Wemaybe ſurc its moſt Angelicall! 


But (with atouch)if from this Touch (14e Crofle) 
It eetes,45 if the Croſle did Croſſe its kinde, 

T hen, doth it jhew that it is full of Droſle, 

Tillin Affiictions flames it be refinde. 

But you (with Salomon ) haze erſt ſuruaid 

(Nay prow'4)the value of Earthes acereſt Ioyes; 

T hen hardly can your ludgement be betray 'd, 

r mle(ſe ſenſe will not ſee their ſelt amnoyes. 

Now.as you are theRoote from whence doe ſprinz 

T rue royall Branches, beautifying their Stocke ; 

T 0 this Tree beare them : and faire Branches clinge 
Toltgas luy toth'immortali Oke: 

Forz oiall Branches to the rojaiſt Tree 

Dge cleane bykind,ſith there they kindly thriue : 

T hen,Ladies,cf this Trec embracers bee 

Which whes ye die will make y:u more than liue: 
When {enſuall pleaſure fi/lea hath « Cuppe 

Of ber ſweete Liquor for youſſith teo blame) 

Stirre it about before yee drinke it vp, 

With ſome parte of this Tree to purge the ſame, 
Els,lthe ſweete Poilon,it will bane the Soule; 

But highly-lowly Ladies,(good as great) * 
Tour great Minds Powers(borne great)can ſoone controwle 
V zine Plealures ſicge,and (o their Spoiles defeate ; 


V nfencd with Vertue, lying cpe to Vice: 
Wooſe Iudgements eury taſk of Pleaſure blind; 


- Borne but to Honours ſhame and Preiudice. 
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T hen,0 firme Quadruple(im Ynitie) 
of bighly berne,( ſo, kindly noble) Hearts, 
1 wiſh all Pleaſures flow from Caluery, « *.-F 
(Mot holy Mount )1#to your inward ft partss  . , 
And flil Plepray(without Times ſmalleſt loſſe) 

The Crofle may bleſscyou from your Comforts Croſſe, 


:Y our Honors humbleSeruant, 
and dcuoted Bead(man, 


Tohn Dames. 
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f þ--c Art and Subiect both ſuch Worth containe, 
That thou art beſt requited in thy paine. 
| Evvv. HzrBrET Knight. 


ToM.Ioun Davie's, my goodiriend. 
Ss ch men as hold intelligence with Letters, 

eArdinthat nie and Narrow way of Verſe, 
es cf tihey lend, ſo oft they muit be De biers, / 
If wth the Mules they will have commerce - 
Seldome at Stawles me, this way men rehearſe, 
To mire Int&#iours, no vnto my Betters - 
He ftales by Lines that ſo doeth them a:;ſperee; 
1 am ſo free, I loue nxt Golden-fetters: 
eAnd many Lines fire Writers, be but Setters 
Tothem which Cheate with Papers; which doth pierſe, 
Or Credits: when we ſhew our ſelues Abetters : 
T 8 thoſe that wrong our knowledge ; we rehearſe 
Often (my good Tohn; and [ loze) thy Letters; x 
Which lend me Credit, as I lend my V eric. 

Michael Drayton. 
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F Rite 0n,and have rac Palme; continue ſtill 
V - In ſacred Rylcgrn treate gf Powres dune : 
FT Tnuokeno inartall Grate : tor,Angels wil 
From Heauen deſcend,ro grace this Tract of Thin, 
Changiag cach blacke, into a goldgn hne. 
Write on : O blefl:d Subick | God,and Men, 
L1Heanen,and Earthapproues,apphud thy patncs : 
Zealc ſeckes nor Art: yer,lce no barren Pen 
To common Trifles hath cala-g'dthe reins, 
Nor ſuckt the borrowed blood trom ſtranger veincs. 
Hence,Alldiltretmay to their Soules apply 
Truec,ſauing Comfort: for,the Louc that could 
Enforce a God for wretched Man to dic, 
Curſt,croſt,and ſcornd,cormented,bought,and fold 
- And all for {uch,to whom fuch Grace he would, 
Cannot,ia luſtice,bur exrend reliefe 
To ſuch as mourne their {innex,and rue his griefe, 
. Thricchappy then be Thou,ftird vp ro ſpend 
The ULuitts he gues thee,to (o bleft an end. 


. 
SIS. <ET" \ 


N. Dceble. 


Toall palsionate Poets. 


E Poets,that m Paſsi0n,melt to Inke, 
PVherewt) Melpomen drawes ber ſaddeſt Lines, 
So melt;that ſo my thirſtie Pen may drinke 

Of you,made Liquid for the ſadd'(t Deſoxnes : 


For,were all Spirits of Poets mage int:7c, 
And I therewith iaſpir” d;andghad 1 Pens 
Made of Times ſaddeſt Plumesyet full of Five, 


C - dll weretoocold for Paſ5ion fr theſe Threns 


Hereis a Ground for Art,and Sorrowts Soules 


: ».. (Diumelybolpc):o proowe therr Deſcant on : 


This V/Vorld of Griefe ſo whoorles on Paſsions Poles 
That ſtill it Vartes,thoueh it ſtill be One ) 


” Then Braines, if cre yee did your Owner ftecd, 
My Heart hereon;through my Pen,nake to.bleed! 


Ioun Davis s offereford, 
Es 
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Ince all, that Allis altozether vaine, 
IUncertamnemortall,momentanic,ule, 


VTbich this Sin-Biac'd Bowle,the Earth,contames, 


My Penn air Heau'nly Ditty ſhall compile. 


Vourhſafe,fweet Chriſt,ny Paper,be thy Croſſe: 
My Pen,that Naile,that Nail'd thine holy Hand: 
Mme Vnke,thy Blood, whercwith thon draft ingroſſe 


Th' acquiktaice of my Vowes infringed Band: 


The 
The 


Subictt of my Songe,let be thy Glory; 
Buracn of the (amethy Glorics prale, 


The Siumme whereof, thy Paſſions ſacrid Siovy, 
L ct theſe be all,and ſome of all my T ates 
For, beau'nly Duires,by nature,dorcoyce 


Ven Artya Graces Qurezreares Natures Voice. 


Condole(prouok'tby Pictics violence) 


His 


=o 


pes (thou 


«, my n 


EF) Hilethat bleſt Body,Sauiour of cach Soule, 

Ir (Whole Bogics arethe Temples of his Spright) 
pi Hung on the Croſſe, by Death, DEATH tocontrovle 
&) The Temples Vale Stoner, Graues Eartbs Shes, and Light, 
nt, cl: neop t,quakt and (thundring ) waxt obſcure, 

Tolce L FE dye,and Griefe theure God deuoure! 


Theſe lifeleflc Bodies, wanting Soules,and Sence, 
(With ſenſe ofhis Soules, Soule-tormenting, ſmart) 


hough they ofpaine can feele no. pare) 
hey ſencelefleare,yet paines that ſence excecd, 
| Maketheir obdurate ſencclelle Hearts to bleede, | 
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""* And witfthou Man, Gods 1 


mage, AngellsLord, 
Emperor of Earth,andall hir Breſt doth beare, 
Madeſo (in loue) by kim, not him affoorde 
(Secing Humdye for thy Loue) one lilly Teare ? 


O Aire aadFarth why doc yenot con{pire _ 
To burne this Turte,that Water wants, with Fire ? 


Aſwell the Croſle,tht Hammer, Nailes,and Speare, 
Did crucific thy Icſus,as the lewes : 
No, no,thy finnes his Crocifiers were 
T hat by his death, they mig ht their lite excu'e. 
O Synne how finnefull arcThou,fich thou miſt 
Excuſe thy Crymes, by crimes much more vault? 


Iſt not enough the Soule quite to ſubuert 
Wherein Thouliv'{t, but muſt thou (poile Him too 


Through whome the Soule doth lue,by whom Thou Av: ; 


And ſo do That, that doth thy (elte vndoo z 
Then,blame not Faith, thy foe co ſpoile thy Stare 
When thou thy lelte,thy felte doſt dilsipate. 


Thinke Man(whoſe Feete are ſwifter fa: re then Thought © 
To doe what ere is,0ppoſite to Good:) 
Thinkethatthou ſecſt him on his face longeftraught 
JnPraicr,and in Paſsion ſweating Bloud - 

Sithtromal parts for TI hee his b'oud out flies, 

Giue Him one Drop of Water from thine Ex cs, 


A Eirde thereis (as Plrydoth repo rt) 
That inthetime of treading (ſweateth loud; 
T haBirde, Ciconia licight lweates (01n (port, 
But this kinde Pellican in mz(tiue mvode : 
Solhat,in pleaſure,ſweats begetting young, 
But This io Paine with ſanguine ſweate amon gy 
This kinde,moſt kinde,Soule-ſauing Emperick 
His ewnc blood broacheth fo our Soules to ſave: 
And tforour Healths Hemaks his owne Heart ſick, 
Yeadyes:chat by his Death,weelifemioht have - 
hen fith this ble by-parted Man-god dics , | 
For Mans love, Mans loue thould be like likewiſe. - 
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. Thinkenow thouleeſt(O ioy-griefe-breeding light! ' 
loy for his merit, griefe for hisannoy) 
' Perditions child with Men, Swords, Staues,and Light, 
The Lord of Light to catch, and ſo deſtroy ; 
Now thinke thou ſeeſt that Reprobateby birth, 
(With kiſle) betray the Lordof Heau'n and Earth, 


Then ſce,ah ſee, how They(Limbes ot that Lord - + 
That Lords it in Deaths gloemie Continent) 
His tender hands bind with a boiſt rous cord, 
So ſtrair,that ſtraight, with ragonr violenr, 
Itſeemes to cutin two thoſe tender hands, 
For,ſoft fleſh ycelds,when ſuch rough force commands; 


Andcanſt Thouſce,(O Thou thou carelcefle Man 
Thou worme,thauinſeQ,flaue to baſe Contempe! ) 
Freedome thus bound for thee? 1f ſothoucan, 
And yet lue loofly, th'art fromgrace exempt: 
 Othat the God ofgrace,as Man ſhould die 
For man,whoſe gracein looſeneile molt doth lie! 


Now thinke,O thiuke,thou ſecſt thoſe hounds ofhell, 
(That yelpout blaſphcmiesabouttheir pray) 
With vngrauc gate,to runnedochimcompell, 
And with tumultuous noyſe him lead away : 
Ah ſee how He thatſtaid the Sunnes ſwift courſe, 
T hrough chickeand thin doth (ſtailefle)run perforce! 


Teruſalem,O faire Teruſalem, 

Figure ot Heau'n,built onceleſtiall ſoyle! 

Yetwaſt beheau'nd through blefſedBethelemy 

Shall yet her heau'ns bliſle in thee ſuffer foyle ? 
O bethou not ingrate, but daſh to duſt - 
(With thine awne downfall)thine ownefolke vniult, 


by " 


Thinke now thou ſceſt the ſonnes of Babylon 
(Infernall furies)furiouſly preſent 
Mcekeneſle it ſelfe,this harmeleſſcholy One 
To Amar,high Prieſt, low hels Preſident : 
\ Where hc with armcs and hands(meeke lambe)ſtands bound, 
| Toheare,whatſcoſcof hearing 2 ght confound . 


Here 


Ah _ FEI” bl : 


F HereTruth it ſelfe with Falſhoodfowleis charged, 


To which for making mild andiuſt replies, 

A curſed Fiſt on his bleſt face diſcharged 

A furious buffer that enflam'd his cies : 
Ahſecerhy God how bedoth reeling ſtand, 
With blood-ſhotcine by force of helliſh hand! 


O damned hand ( fellen gincof reproach) 
How dar'ft thou ſtrike thatawfull ſacred face, 
Before whoſedread aſpet the Heauens crouch, 


_— 


\ Before whoſe Maieſtics moſt glorious grace 


The Seraphins with reucrendfeare doe quake, 
Andall th'infernal Legionstrembling (ſhake, 


What franticke fit, whatragedid thee incenſe, 

What fiend, what deſperat furic madethee dare 

To offer himthat =, Pu violence, 

T hat is of Godthe lively CharaRter ? 
Why did{t not dread leſt his high hand of powre 
Vponthy pate would ſuddaine vengeance powre ? 


Saw'ſt thounot Tuſtice fitting in his Front, 
As well as Mercic in his cies to fity 
Did both at once thy cruell cies afrone, 
And yet thy heart and hand not ſtaid by it # 
id Deitiein his face make a ſtan 
Yet Thatnotmake thee (Diucll)holdthyhand ? 


Thenis itcleere thy Hand is none of thine, 
(Much leſle thy Heart that did thy HanddireR) 
Butit is Hels,and wrought Hels damn'd defigne; 
Orels that Grace,that Face might well prote&: 
Nere durſt the Diuelltempt him with ſuch force, 
T hea though tae Fiend be ſclfeill, chouartworſe, 


Canſt thou(O tell me,tell mecanſt thou)Man, 
With th'cie of Thought,behold this dricric ſight 
With dried cics? T hoſecies that whilome ran 
With blood for thee, wilt not one drop require ? 
Why ſhould the Suaneand Moone ( th 


ce Heau'as bright cies 
' T hen looke on thee but as thine enemies 2 oy 
| | Ah 
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Now thinke;O thinke,thou ſce'ſt(O lanage fight) | 
His foes inhumanehale himchence inbaſte 
Aleng the ſtreetes with clamour,rage,and ſpight, 
To Caphas houſe, where he was ſodiſgract — - 
\ ASneuer Man, much leſle a God could be; 
Yetneuer Godmore good to manthan he! 


Bound(as beforc)he ſtands, (in whom wereſt) 

Afront the face of that pernitious Prieſt; 

Who,with the Scribes and Elders,there are preſt 

In their reproachtfull ſlaunders to perliſt: | 
Meane while(mecke Soule)thoughhe from guilt be cleare; 
Yetſtands he niute,asthough he gwltie were, 


Scethe coniuring,proud,remorceleſle Prieſt 

Rend,in fellrage,(too likea furious fiend) 

The pompous veltures of this Pithoniſt, | 

When Chr; doth ( vrg'd}aright his cauſedefend: 
Whercatthereſt,;n depth of ſcorn, aud hate, 
Hts diuine Truth, with taunts doe deprauate.” 


And to expreſ[etherancor of their ſpight, 
T hey blindtold him, and make hisface ast'were 
A Drumme,to call his Fees «gainſ(t humto fight 
For,ſtill atab'ring on his face they are : ? 
So faſt their filts doe fall as Drum-ſticks,while 
The Drumme doth ſound Alarum to the broyle, 


But that which doth all credit farre exceed, 
(But chat all creditto this Truch is due) 
T hey in his louely Face(Oloathſome deed! ) 
Doe(pitring ſpall, erratherſpalling ſpue' 
O Heau'ns can ye endure to ſve your King 
More vilely vsdthan Toad, or vileſtthing! 


O wonder! fatre-ſurmounting wonderments! 

O more than moſt profound humilitie! 

Doe they (tiends)varnith with fowle excrements, 

That Face whoſegrace the Heau'ns doth gloritie, 
And he endurcit ? what ſhould weendure 

Wheh he(moſt purc)for vs was _ Cimpure? 

| G 
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'-O Sinne! that do'({t within the marrow rage, 
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Men ifthey oitdoetlvoſe the fowleſt lace © 
| V'Vhereto beſtow their cie-offending fleame: 


Is noplace fowlerthan his beaualytace 

T 0 caſt that filth that reaketh helluſh Reame 2. 
Odon2ue,Oduſt;O heire of rottenneſle, 
V Vil: ere be proud ſecing ſuch humbleneſle! 


God filentis whiles Diu'ls doe ſpit on him; 
The heau'ns are whilt, whiles hell reuiles their Lord e 
The mcaſ.11c ofabuſe,vp to the brinume, 
Theſe hclliſh fturies fillzn deed and words - 
V Vhatcould Gods hate infl1R.lancchell began 
That was not heaped on thts God and Man? 


The wound was ſore that crau'daſalue fo ſharpe : 

Thediſcaſe ſhametullthartowle ſhame mult cure: 

Though Dazid healed Saul with ſound of harp, 

OurDaxids (clfe muſt ſwounc cre health procure : 
So many Saul polleſt with Sathans (tore, 
Muſt make the remedy exceeding ſore! 


O Price'the ſwelling Sore that noughtcanſwage, 
But ſuch extreame deiction of the Higheſt 


Can nothing kill thee butthe death of Chriſt ? 
O depth profound of Heau'nsiult doomes! who may 
Tracke outth'Almightic intuspathlcſle way 2 


He (patient) bcares theſe contumelious wrongs, 
S0 to ſupplant the kingdomeof our pride z 
He,(onely wiſe, knowing whatto all belongs) 
Knew bale we were, valcile he ſhould abide 
Baſeneſlcit ſelfe,to honour v8thereby, 
Andknewe we could not liuc,but hemuſt die, 
Thinke now how he,that giues cternallreſt, 
Did reltleſle paſſe away thar helliſh night; 
V V here Darkeneſle children ſtilldidhim moleſt; 
VVith whatſoere his ſoule could moſt deſpight x 
If any (forc'd by ſleepe)began tonod, | | 
Like Diucls they wake themlclues by gricuing God, wa 
- + = 0290? There 


TYP 
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lee; 


There fits he blindfold, that doth all thinys 
Bats flying in hisface,thatlightdoeloathz 
Each oneas iretull as an angric Bee 
Doe ſting his bleſſed Sovle and Pody both: 

O rec(tlefle hate thatreſt reieRs;wherefore? 

Becauſe the Lord of Reſt ſhould reſt no more, 


Ye heau ns weepe out your world-cnlightning cies 3 
Showre downe the Sunne and Moonein Teares of blood: 
So (in grofledarkenetle) make a Delugeriſe 
Of Gore, to glut theſe furjes with that flood: 

For,ſucha bloody workeof darkenefle done 

(By ficnds,or furics)nere ſaw Moone nor Sunne! 


Ohell,that do'it all Cruelties ſurround, 
Bluſh with bright Flames(that blacke to burngarewont) 
Vniill thy faces fluſh theſe frends confound, 
Sith thee incrneltie they farre ſurmount ; 
Lightchem with flames,coufounding with their light, | 
Toſce themeedot their paſt helliſh ſpight.. 


But,O fraile Muſe, be not travſportedſo: - 
VV ith paſsion paſt the patience of thy Chrift 3 
V Vhopraies for thoſe chat thus doe worke his woes 
Then(O)docnot his praierſo rcliſt : 
Bur he 1s God: but mcercly Man can nere 
Endure ſuch liclliſh rageto ſee, or heare! 


Kind Nature,Night ordain'd for ſweet repoſe 
Totiredlymbes,and wits,through Dates turmoilez 
Bur they the ſame quite oppoſite tranſpoſe, 
And1n tormenting Chriſt,thewſclues they toyle: 
How can it be but, ua cternall Night, : 
Jullice,with reſtlefſc plagues,ſhould them requites 


VVhatdiffrenceisbetweene thoſe Hymnes diuine: 
The Angels chauntvnto his praiſe 1g heaun, 
And thele diſcordant Notes of harſh Repane- 


T hey are as Fame, and Shame, no lefle vneu'n : 
For, Santtum Santtum,ſing thole ſacred Quires, 


Coen as 
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®  Oſweetceleſtiall Spirits Angelicall 

| Are ye notmaz'd with worlds of wonderment 

To ſee the Subie& of your Prailes all 

To ſuch ſhame ſubie&, yettherewith content ! 
Your Tongues vnableare,though molſtdiuine, 
Such Paineand Paticnce rightly co define ! 


What cemperisthat heart, that is ſo hard 

T hat feeling this, from blecding yet forbeares ? 

VV hat ſubſtaaceare thoſe cies,thatin regard 

Of this diftreſle,di{lolue not into Teares? 
If Eies ſeeing this, melt not,and Hearts that feele, 
T hey ate nor Hearts,nor Eics,but Flint, or Steele, 


But harke! now Crowes and Curſes interchange, 
The Cocke and Peter firiue to crowe,and curſe 
Who ſhould exceed)but Perer(O moſt ſtrange!) 
iues Three for Two,and yet he had the worſe ; 
V Vere not infernall Legions and thefe Fiends 
Ynoughto vex thee Chri#? but mult thy Friends? 


Wert thou (o hardie Pererin thy word, 
What time, in peace, thou vowd'ſt wich him to dic ? 
And wertthou noleile hardie with thy Sword 
In the firſt fight 2and,from him now wilt flie 2 
Thar Manthat oucrcomes muſt weare the Crownez 
Thou art no Man, a Wo-man put thee down, 


Though All forſake Him,thou wilt never faile Him: 
Theſe be thy vaunts,and(vaunting)this did'{t vow; 

Yet thou, with griefe,do'ſt with his Foes aſlaile him, 

. *Andto a Maid,more than a Maid, do'ſt ſhow 

Thy woman-weakeneſle, weaker than a woman; 
For,betteris a woman farre,than no man. 


Saw'ſ{t thou that Man was God? yea God and Man 
Inall his workes 2 anddid He by bis pow'r, 
Strengthenthee Weakling,(for, He albthings can) 
To march vpon rhe Seas toot-failing floore 2 
Saw {t thou by Revelation, He was Cbriſt ? 
And yet,for fare of his Crofle,him deni'ſt 2 


Fear'(t 
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Fear ſt thou that Croſlezthatis the Tree of Life > | 
What! loath'ſt thou Death 2 and yet do'ſt tcare toliue ? 
Do'lt ſtrife eſchew, that is the end of ſtrife 2 
W1lt thou not take, becauſc thou wilt not giue 2 

Is thy Soule rational] ? and yet thy Soule 

DothReaſons reaſan bruulhly controule 2 


Did He inlove(O 'twasa matchlcſle fauor!) 

Take thee with him(more farme to make thy faith) 

Toſee God,this God gloritic on Thabor 2 

And,hcard'ſt his voyce,whom Heau'n and Earth obai'th, 
Say 'twas his Sonne,more bright thanSunne, thou ſaw'ſt. 
Yetfrom God,and his Sonne thy (elite withdraw ſt - 


Soule-wracking Rocke, (Faiths Rockeofrvine)Perer, 
Artthou for Chr; his Church a fit foundation, 
Thatin Faith,from Faith,ſans Faith art a fleeter ? + 
Tends thy faiths flecting to Faiths confirmation ? 

If that ſtand fa(t,that hath ſo falſe a Ground, 

It moſtmiraculous mult needs be found! 


Did'ſt thou deſire (with glorie rauiſhed) 
To Tabernacle Tabor there to dwell? 
| VVould'ſt cthouin Heau'n with Chri/? be glorifi'd ? 
Andnot conſociate him in his wocs hell ? 
Artthou aultercin life? yet, fenſuall, T hou 
Eſchew'ſt the Gall,and wilt but Honiechew 2 + 


Gods Councels are his owne, therefore vaknowne; 
All whoſeIntents no rules of Reaſon want; 
Els,that to thee, he hath ſuch fauour ſhowne 
VVhatreaſon iſt ? But, God 18 God, I grant, v 
By whoſe Prerogatiuc he may doe All, 
And make thee and his firmer by thy fall. 


Do'ſt thou eſteemeit ſuch a fowlereproach 

To know that Wiſdom whence all Knowledge ſprings ? 
Think'ſt it no ſhame to ſet ſuch ſhame abroach \Þ 
As cracks thy credit,and the King of Kings ? | : 
Was Grace {'in2lorious found, that for thy grace, 
Thoi graccleſly abiur' dit him to hisface ? 


Could 


be. I p __y”” 
Could they acknowlelge him that were his foes , 
 VVhan rf denied(t himthat wert his friead? 
By thy deniallchey might well ſuppoſe 

Thar he was ſuchas (talſly)they pretend: 


Weepe Peter weepe,for fowle is thine offence, - 
Walh it with Teares ſpringing from Penitence, 


T was time to turne His Soule-conuerting Eies 

To thee perverted Peteryreas'nlefle Manz 

Leſt brutiſh feare,whick did thee(Beaſt)(urprize, 

Should make thec(as thy _— Godtoban: 
Can Mercics cics bchold a faultiſo fowle, 
With louing looke,and not m angerſ{cowle 


They loving looktz O conſtant Lord of Loue! . 

What is vile Man,that Man thou valueſt ſo 2 

Muſt his Redemption makethy heart to proue 

(Though hefalſe-hearred be)ſuch hels of woe? 
Let Louc it ſelfe,this.Louc alone admire, 
T hat loues for hatce,and dics through Lones defire? 

Thoſe glitr'ring Sunnes(bis bright tranſpiercing eics) 

-On Peters eies,as on two Fountaines, ſhinc3 

By whoſecattraGtiue vertuc Dropsariſe, 

Then downe diftill in ſhowres of Angels wine: 
Who with heau'ns hoaſt therefore, their tongues imploy 
Topraiſc their God,in hymnes, ſtarke drunke with toy! 


V Vho cannotloue,tothinke on loue ſo high, 
T hatloucs in Mercie, Iuſtice Obies hate ? 
Yea,loues a Man that doth that lone defie 
| VVho cannotdiefor ſuch leue,liues too late: 

Let never Adawsſonncs,through Eaxes offence, 
 ToGodand Nacurevſeſuch violence! 


This helliſh Night beeing ended, then ſuppoſe 
This heair'nly Day-ſtarrcled to Plates court+ 
Plats 1 wouldſay butreſpeR of woes 
e there endur'd,made truc,and falſe report) 
Yetdidthis Comet cleare make Pulare pauſe, 
Erc doom'dhimas contagious by thelawes, 


In 


In thediuine ſweet features of his face, 
(Thatmightan heartotf ſteclerelent with ruth) 
Pilate,no doubt, beheld a world of grace, 

And well perceiu'd his [nnocenceand Truth s 
Yet muſt hedie,doe Pilate whathecan, 
And for his Iudge that Monſter is the Man. 


To doome to death Rights wrongers is but right, 
Although we wrongtully,doc deeme them ſo; 
T hat's wronzivgRight,as Men,thac haue no ſight 
Inthatwhich righteous Godalone doth kno; 
But when the Conſcience cries the doome is wrong 
The tonguepronouncerh, Hell confound that Tongue, 


Diſmiſt by Pulare,ſee thy moſt talt Iudge EE Ob 
Fromtl.1; [ud gemoſt vnuult,ledto a King 
Mucl: more vniult; Joe, how Hee's torc'dto trudge 
Through thicke,and thin;harke how theirclamors ring 
About his Eares;and,fec the people flocke 
+ Toſeewhercatto wonder,gaze,and mocke, 


To Heredcome,thatlong hadlong dto (ce hun, 
Seecnow(as if ſomeIugglerhe had bing, 
That wouid ſhew tricks to all menthat would fee him) 
How he prouokes Huy ſome trick to begin: 

But, for He ſilent ſtands,and thwarts bis mind, 

He holds Him buta Foole,an(d toole vakind, 


O ye great Princes little doe ye know 

What wrong youdoc vnto yourhigh eſtate, 

T'inſule through pompous prile,on States below, 

Andtchinke all Foolesnotfrolickt with like Fate; 
Ye arc noGods,and therefore know ye not 
Whom ye abulc,and whatmay be your Lot. 


This Foole,wiſefoole, holds Him,full wiſc,a foole 

Andonthe Mantle muſt, that fooles doth fat: 

He learn'd his wiſdome'in grofle Follies {choole, 

But,Wiſdome on her Thronein Chri/# doth fic: | 
One ſecm'd,not waszthe other was, not ſecm'd; 


Yet ſcem'da God undecd,th _ gh Man wazd;cm'd, 
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The HolyRooge, 
# Heman was deem'd indeed,that ſtird vp ſtrife, 
Andcrolt the courſe the wayward world Nillrunnes : 
Lic was accus'd,with deadly ſinne,in life 3 

\ God.was a Diucll deem'd, by Sathans {onnes : 


A Diucll deem'd,or Man that had a Diuell, 
But ſuch a Man is worſe, or full as cut, 


But, Wrongthatwrencheth ecu ry right awry, 
And doth her (elte,her ſelfeoft contradiQ) 
That Suppoſition now doth flat denicy | 
And for afoolc hee's tane,an nami'd,and nickt :; 
Had he a Divellbin,or they as wiſe 
As Diucls be,more {mooth had bin rheir lies, 


Here Wiſdome, that baptizeth with his Spit 

_ All ;zodly wife,isbaptiz'dtor a foole : 

Ther angers glowing heat, with this deſpight, 
"hey thinke, 1n red-hot raging hate,to covle: 

If his loue hik'd the foole,that fooles dere (t, 

Forvs poorefooles,he lik'd that he lou'dicalt. 
Olet,vcalet weake Humane-wiſdome vaile | 
Her Peacoks plumes,and make ſwiftwing from Fane 3 
By this Examplelet her courage quaile, 

And haue no heart to hurt her honors ſhame » 

li he whom Angels praiſe,and Heau'ns adore 

Endureſuch ſhame, let Earth ſeeke fame no more, 
He was accus'd,of what not? ſo 'twere eull; 

Glutton, Wine-bibber, loath'd Samaritan, 
Dam'd ſinners coapeſmate,onethat had adiuell, 
Soulc-{laying Schiſmaricke,nor God,nor Man, 
Bur Hatreds Hydra,bredin StygianPoole, 
Andrto conclude all clos'd all with the Foole, 
O had Artto ſatisfie Deſire, 
(That would, with Words,throwe downe? [ we 
Th it wouldpaſt Heauen,if itcould, af; re Ta, 
And,makes the Bulke wich ranke ambition ſwell 
I would vpon this Ground,ſfetficha Straine 
As [hould {urmount the reach of Voyce,or Braine! 


Mecken:ſle 
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Medenefſz leaks onthyſelfe,and oath for ſhame © 
' Toſeethy (elfe,thy ſelte ſurpailed lo: 
Humilitie,low,low,ſftoop thy high fame, 
Thou art ſurmounted farce, farre, \God doth kno! 
Thou boundlelle flood of Verwes confluence, 
Thy bounds 1n him haue cadlcile refidence! 


Looke Glorie on chy Lord,thy God behold, 

Iqueſted with Contempes derided coat; 

Yet ſee what conſtint Grace his face dork hold ! 

O carth,traileearch,thy Props ſtrong patience note; 
Andneuerhittchy felfe,thy ſelte aboue 
(Toloue thy ſeltc)vnleile this Lord toloue! 


Sec,lee, how he,in mid{tof all Extreames, 
(T he proper Place where Vertuc1iscontrad) 
Though mad Mitrule his name,with ſhame ,blaſphemes, 
Yet lus rare patience palleth humane kind ; 
; Wh ch wellbewraies this Man is morethan man 
* That loues tor hate,and bl. (t, when Spight did ban ! 


How muutewwashe among {0 many les, 

Lowd hes (G »d wot)braid out by his Accuſers ? 

How ({tI|l/meckeLambe)among ſo many cries 

Oftowie mouth'd hounds, his hunters, and abuſers ? 
In tew,he thow'dſo many Guitts of Grace, 
Thatmcamightcleercly fee God in his face! 


God in his face! tor,mong the ſonues ©t men oe 
Was not a fairer orFordeamotied beads 
ThePatagon of Beaurie was he then, 
Which,m lus Cacred iþ 2pe,did brig hely ſhine : 
For Beaurie was conltraind her ſeltet'excell, 
When ſhee hun made taire without Parralel!, 


Yet could not ſo great grace,(Grace,great as God) 

Infus'din all his par ts, prote this Man 

Fromthe molt roguith Whip,and flauith Rod) 

But, he nguit brooke them boch.doe what he can : 
"And yet hg d1d whar none but God could doe; 


Which he, they (ed,qidLke a diuclitoo! 
«£3875 io | But, 
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" But,what will norSpight lay.to worke her (| pight, 

- Againſt what Goodſocre,that rhwarts herwill2 

Shcel call the brightclt Day, the darkcft Night; 

And Goda Di:zei;Good, the cauſe ot [l] | 
For,ifher Conſcience once be cauterizd, 


Shee1s a very Fiend and worſe aduizd! 


For, Rage ismad and cares not what ſhee doth; 

And Spight,enraged,cares leſle whar thee ſaics: 

Then what's to beexpeRed from them both ? 

But Words and Deeds that God,and Man diſpraiſe : 
Though God raignes ouer Aall,by Naruresright, 
Yetis He ſubieR to Mans hatcaad ſpight! 


TheHeauens Sou'raigne,is thus ſubiet made 
To Hels damn'd vallalg vilcſt villanic | 
YctFarth,and Reaſon,diſcreet Soules perſuade, 
ThatHellis ſubie& to Heau'ns Deine ; 
T hen by this ſhorraccount, which yet 15r1ght, 
Hellis not halfe {ſo bad as Hate, and Spight, 


Yet, though they befarre worſe than what is worlt, 
1 hey{(onely)faltthe Iewes hard,hollow hearts : 
From wholcabo-1ndancetheirtongues(molt accurſt) 
Doc ſpeakez and ſoare mou'd their other parts: 
Jt Hatr, and Spicht, becurſtHcarts onely mouers, 
They mwſt be Murders ſpighttull-hatefull lovers, 


Theſe ſpizhrs thus paſt, enſnes Spight, paſt deſp1eht : 

For,to Ho Piller dound Hee's a Fl Ow” 

Without enefriend t'entreat,or wrongstoright; 

Compalt with Hearts? nay Stones, morchard than ſtone; 
For,on his virgin skin(molt delicate! ) 
Flc(h-tawing Whips cngroſlethedeeds of Hate! 

Andyetthis was but Pi/ars fauourto him, 

A tauour with a witnefſe, witnefſe Wounds ! 

Nay rather Wound, tor,they,quiteto vyndoehim, 

Wuh wounding Stripes,cach Wound,in oneconfounds: 
For,trom hus Heeles to Head Hedorh appeare 
NotaSa Man,but gaſtly Wound he were! 
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OHeau'ns! wrap ye theEarch with cndleſſe Wonder ! 
Gazc Argels with immortall admiration! 
GreatThundcrer! why do'ſt forbeare to Thunder ? 
Anddath to duſt this brafle- neckt Generation 2 
It well appeares thart from all b aſsions free, 
Thatart not paſsion'd paſi0ns ſuch to ſee!? 


O !canthe Heart of Fleſh beſtecledlo, 
Or Steele it ſeife,{o Adamantine made, 
As butr'vphold the Ele to (ce this woe, 
And Heauineſleche Heart not oucrlade ? 
Then may 1 boldly ſay,it ſolt can, 
There's nothing harder than the Heart of Man] 


O! that there were ſome new words lawf lly coyn'd 

Much more f12mificant than currantlt words3 

Or that all wotullwords in one were 1oyn'd; 

And by that onemore made,as Art affoords, 
I'would(though all,and more,too little were) 
Make-thus his Plight, in colours right,appeare, 


Can any Thing, thar hath butfeeling ſenſe 
Be lo obdurate(though lt tcele it nor 
Nootherwiſc than by Intelligence) 


As not to quclt away,in Paſs1on hot, 
Toſcethcle Paſlyions ? Paſsjons callI them 2 


Yea ſo;bur,yet much more than molt extreame! 


Romes World com:nanding Nation(though prophane) 
Did prwiledge ther People trom the Kod: 
Are ye(icwes)tor an holy Nation tane? 
Yet whip vaholily Hcau'ns holy God? 
Whip him that with an yron Rod doth bray 
Allfieſhto duit,that dare his Word gaiuſay ! 


This light doth c'oud, with carc,the Heav'ns bright Eles, 
To ſce ſuch glorix dim'd with ſuch diſgrace 3 
Good-nature hardly can it ſclte ſuttize 
Wich Teares, to 1noll:fic this molt hard Cafe: 
For,thusic {tands,Chriſ(God and Man)abides 
That Man,to hcale humilklte <p wound His [ides! 
0 v 3 
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Joly Rooat, 


Tlie plaguefor Slaues,on him theſe Slaues inflicts 
The Whup's for Slaues,or Rogues that be vmuly 
Yet Tyrrany,that good Lawesinterdiets, 

On Innocence and Truth doth layitrruly : 


Trucly their Falſhood,and their I yrrany, 

Is true /dea of all villanie! 
If tones did, welling,ſtreame forth Water ſtore, 
Whattime meeke Mo/es rod had ttrooke the Rocke ; 
Then,if we {ce our Rocke of refuge gore 
Rentout by whips,and not our Founts vnlocke 

To let out water-drops, It trocondole, 


T' were pittie Mercies drops ſhould purge our Soule, 


O depth paſt ſounding! W.y palt finding out ! 
Dialt thou in knowledge infhut toreſce 
T hat Man ſhould fall, (made mutzble no doubt 
By thine owne hand )thnis ro be raiz'd by [ hee ? 
From all Beginnings ple. ſure tookſt in paine, 
To make the Slaue tor waom thy ſclte was flaine ? 


Here Fleſhlay fingeron thy moutli that mumbles; 
Diſputenot Wildoms will, nor Mercies pow'r; 
Suffizeth thee that Grace her glory humibles 
Tolift, baſe thee,to top of Glortestow'r : 
Doe thou admire m filence, This, ſo geaſon, 
Becauſe the Cauſe thereot ſurmounts thy Reaſon! 


Forgtais 1s ſuch a gulph of myſerie, 
T hat Argels,Saints,nor God, as man canlound ! 
It's darker farre than hell to Re1s'ns bright etc; 
Wherein no reſt nur bottowe can be found : 
The Sunncsecclipſctheeics of fleſh annoyes; 
But,Reaſons cies Gods fonneseccliple,deltrovxes! 


Goddid fiomall eterniticforeſee | 

What niat! would doe; and,what was Chr/f his lot : 

Then might haue choſcento have made man Fe; 

And lo haueſpar'd Chris paines,that ſpar'd him not: 
But,that He(knowingatl)zane way to ey 
Confounds,n cudlefle maze,all humane Wit! 


Eo... _ 


Iuſhice 
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Juſtice, and Mercie,as it ſeemes to ſenſe, 

Were moſt impatient of their quict reſt; 

(Sith Vertues worke,to ſhow their excellence) 

Which made deepe Mercie, luſtice high , digeſt! 
For,other reaſon, Reaſon cannot gue, 
Tomake Faich ſuch amyſterie beleeue, 


Had Menand Angelsn their Tuſtice ſtood, 

Then, diuinc Iuſtice vaimploid had bin 

And,Mercies pow'r hag nere bin vuderſtood, 

Had it not bin for, moſt rebel}1ous, Sinne: 
Then, did mans fall make relting-Mercie riſe, 
Te ſtrive with Iulticetor Gods glories prize ! 

Nor,waſt alone tor his owne glor:emecre 

Thathe did man create,or re-create; 

Pur tor mans good; that ſo he might appeare 

(I hat Nothing was betore)in blefled ſtate! 
For,with that Glory He could pleas'd haue bin 
Whuichere Worlds were, he had himfelte within! 


Yetſecing Nothing,nothing can deſeruez 
And wan,of nothing,beeing Some-thing made, 
Yea,ſfuch a Some-thing,as all things doeterue, 
That God1s good co man,ir doth perſuade : 
Then toche glorie of his goodnelle, Hee 
Made himſelteman,for man,and man to Bce! 
And, is Gods gloricſo high priz'dathing, 
Thatior It He his owne heart-blood will ſpend: 
And trom the height of heau'n himſelfeto fling 
Tohell,to make ls G'orie fo alcend! 
Then, mad are men, who tor his glorie Were, 
To ſec ar naughta Thing that 1s {ſo deare! 


Then, whatare T heſc(what thall I call them)Iewes ? 
(The nam's roo good,though now it's worle than ill) 
Whar,whatare they that ſo great grace rctulc, 
Andin diſgracing It continue {ill ? | 
Hell,nametlunc ownez(or,too poore is the duel] 
To yecld,or namg a Namy1o rich in gull: 


. | 8 TOY "'K- ae, 
God damn'd the Diuell,for one antull Thoughs, 
And, pur him quite paſt hope thehelp ot grace : 
But, He the ewes hath from damnation bought; 
Yer ſtill chey ſeekerhat Goodneile to diſgrace! 
Then,clcercit is,the Iewes, ſololdco Euill, 
Are farre worſe,thaa what's farre worſe,than the Duuell 


Now,thinke thou ſece'{trhis Soule of ſacred Zeal, 
T his kindling Cole of flaming Charitie, 
Diſpo'ledallin poſt; nottor hisweale, 
But,for b4s further ftature miſerie, 
Here (-e the ttue Character of Diltrcfle 
For pitty ſhow 'nto people pituletlc! 
O God! what Mangthis mifcrable Man, 
Would not haue pitticd-2 and with woe haue pin'dz 
No Eies can weep,except for this they can; 
Gr.e'ccamming nottor This,comes outof Kind : 
T hen what kindare thoſe Men thartoy at T his? 
No name can name them, they are ſo amiltle! 


Chr it: darling Goſpellermu'sd that the [ewes 

Ador'd not Chr:ſt,as leſus,tor his deeds; _ 

More mai'{t thou wonder (Saint)that I refuſe 

T o doe His will, for whole amiflc He bleeds: 
Wonders, haucleilc torce toconhrine belecfe, 
Thanto conkrme truc Loue hath his true gricte, 


What violence{urmounting-violence) 

Vail'd his high Mateſtic to ttate ſo vile? 

Was itnot Lovein lugheſt excellence, 

Maa vnto Godgby Both, toreconcile ? 
Fo:,God,and Man,did God,and Man accord, 
Thcouzh Loue,thatnere agreed but with this Lord! 


O Man! canſt thou,canſt thou Q vakind Man, 

A moment breath,and nor breath out his praiſe # 

W :ac'is thy mortal! lifebut on ſhort Span ? 

And wilt not loue his long loue,thy thort Dates? 
T werepitty then aGocs heart-blood ſhould be 
Like worthlelle water ſpild tor louing I hee! 


© Bur 


Butlooke! (OHeart-dividing dreyrie ſight! ) 
Sec,ſeethy leſs ( O flint-hearted lewes!) 
King'd with a Crowne of T hornes(O ſpightfull ſpight! ) 
Ofpiercing Thornes, that doe tranſpierce his Browes! 

See how they mall it on,1n ruthleſle rage, 
That Thornes doe ſceme his Braine-pan(bruiz'd)to gage! 


Daughters of Sjon,ſee King Salomon, 

, Crown'd,by his Mother on his Mariage day ! 

Ye Sonnes ot Salem, ſee Gods glorious Sonne, 

Enrob'd with Wounds, and Blood,all goarie-gay ! 
All gentle ſoſephs weepe,none can doe lelle, 
To lee your Brother droughtto ſuch diltreſle, 


Is that Head crown'd with Thornes, vpon whoſe Crowne 
Depends the higheſt Heau'ns reſplendantRooke 


By whoſe*reuulſion It would ſoone falldowne, _ *Vereit 
Yctdid a weake Poſt hold this _ of Proofe 2 ' poſſible, 
Whe brought this ſtrong A/cid s downe ſo lo f | 


T was I his Detarwechat leru'd him (o, 


Yer,Heau'nlv Hercvles,thoughplagudthoube, 

Thy Hydra: labours will thee:Deitic; 

We, 'agan-Otsprings,aye will honour Thee, 

Not as a Sem, but ſole God; andcry 
Holy Holy,Holy. Jeſus Chet, | 
Lord God of Saborh,our true Exchari#7! 0 

O thouall-powretul-kind Ownparent, 

| What holds thy hands thar ſhoulddetend thy head? 

Is Sinne ſo itrong,or ſo Orenwalent, 

Thatby Her pow 'r,thy pow'r 1s vanquiſhed? 
Why, Sinneis NothingzO! then Nothing iſt 
That binds chy Hands,that nothing can reſiſt? 

Thy Head all heau'nly wifdome doth containe, 


(That's onely wike)and ftands itwith the ſame 
To weare a Crownethat yeelds both Shame,and Paine, - 
Ando ſceme proudot Dolor,and Detame? 
Art glories God,and Plcaſures Souerazgne, - '* 
Yetletc'it cheir'Conrarics —_ ro raigne? 
l'T 


ofy 'R00ae, 
Could not thy Head, that compaſle can, what not ? 
Compaſlle Mans deere Redemption with lelle lofle 2 
Thy wiſdome never can be ouerlhor; 
Then,ſhot the ſame atſuch a Crowne and Croſle ? 

O ſtcange ambition of Humilitie, 

T o couet Hell,to giue Hell, Heau'n thereby ! 


For,what's the World,but Hell z yea, Hellat beſt ! 
Yet,for the World, He brookes theſe Hels of woes; 
That ſo the World of Heau'n might be pollelt; 
For,with his Saints, through Hell, He thither goes : 
Firſt He is Crown'd,then Croſt,both with annoy 
But they are * Croſt,then Crown'd;and both withioy 


But,O my Soule! to ſtirre,inthee deuotion, 
Vponthis ground of Griefe thine Eic ſtill faxe : 
Sec here the King of Heau'ns Earchly promotion, 
Crown'd with ſharp Thornes,and made a Crucituxe; 
Which(bruzing)broach His Broweszlo,tor our ſakes, 
His Head is bruized,that ſhould bruize the Snakes! 
To King Himright,Hee's Sceptcr'd with aRecd; 
Asit his Kingdome were bur like a Kex: - | 
Then crouch they with, Haze King : Then ſtraight Areed, 
Who ſmote thee Teſus ? T hus his Soule they vex 2 
O Bat-blind Foolecs doe ye infatuate | 
That Wiſdome that makes Wiſdome gouernc Fate 


To pitty wretched Wights,orewhelm'd with dole, 

An humane dutict'is, which Mcn ſhould doe :: 

But,to deride a poore diſtreſled Soule, 

Aſauage part itis, anddamned too; 
Yet,{uchistheir damn'dinhumanitie, 
Thatthey makemerry with his miſcrie! 


O Thouthat do'ft the Heads condecorate 

Ot Kings Terreſtriall,with Emperiall Crownes z 

Why lett'it weake Wormesthy Head dedecorate 

With worthleſleBriers,andfleſh-tranſpiercing Thornes ? 
It's toacquicethe Pennanceof our Pride 


By this Poll-deed, with Blood cxewplifi'd! 


The 


Jr Chriſts as 


The Speare the Pen, hispretious Bloodthe Inke, 

Wherewith he, /eſ#,to this Deed ſubſcrib'd; 

AndConſummatumeſt,the Seale did ſinke 

Toour 9 uictweſt,that were proſcrib'd : 
Then,by that 7eſw {1gn'd ſo with his Hand, - 
Seal'd with his Gore, we clearediſcharged ſtand, 


Ah might it pleaſe thy dread Exuperance, 

To write th'excript thereof in humble Hearts 

And giue them vs: Then, by Recgonizance, 

Wee'l aye be bound to praiſe Thee,for our parts: 
Ang tour indeuoction breake our Band, 
Ourlitcle All ſhall reſtart Thy command, 


Ourlitcle All; for, all we haue's but litcle; 
Nay,lefſe than noching; all we haue is Thine : 
Wilt hauc thoſe Soules which thou in vs didſt ſettle ? 
Retake them as thine owne;tor, th'are diuine. 
Wilt haucour Bodies which thou didſt create 2 
Thenrakethem to thee thou true Panaret. 


Such forfeiture, were too too fortunate 
Forſuch vahappic Budics,luckleſle Sonles ; 
Then,would we euer our Bonds violate, 
Sith Freedome (o their forfeiture enroules 
In Booke of Lite,in Heau'ns Exchequer rich, 
Where we,as free,asfreely would keep touch, 


And thou my Soule ſhould'{t be the Antitype 
Ofwhat thou art,ſich thou art Slaue to Sinne: 
TrucPatterne of truc V ertues Archetype 


Then ſhould'ſt theu bezand being, reſt therein! 
Yetreſting ſo, that,thou ſhouldſt cuermoue 


To Him, that hath ſo decrely bought thy loue: 


T hatthough Confuſion ſhall diſpuluerate 
All that this Round, Orbiculer,doth beare, 


Yer,He that ſo doth ſupererogate, 
S hall ayc,in order,my Thanks Organs heare:; 


| 
TheOrbs of Heawn ſhall Gop,oed Time ſhall ſtay; 


cancadlcile day! 


Bur,they ſhall ſound his Prat 
| D 2 


Faine 


Holy Rodde, 
Faine would I ix my Thoughts, with theſe ſharp Thornes, 
To thele ſore wounds, that theſe ſharp T hornesdoe tent; 
Such Sighe a ſquemiſh [tomacke overturnes, 

But comforts mine,with Matter ſubiacent: 


My T horny linnes,each Thornes deep Sepulture, 
Doth,in Charybdiſes of Blood,devoure | | 


For,looke how Pikes in Battailes-front are pight, 
To bide the ſhocke of Foes, croſt eu'ry way : '. * 
So through his Browes thefe Thornes are croſted quight, 
To bide the ſhocke of ſinnes, which:him aftray : 
Theſe Thornes,through pierc'd(befides that is within) 
Haue length enough to picrce the'HeadotSinne. 


But now my Soule make thou aſwift regreſle, 
(Yet Roſc-{weet is theingrelle tothele Briers) 
From whence,through (cafe thereof, thou did'itdioreſſe, 
And view,with wondergwhat the Heau'n admires ; 
For,God that ismoſt iealous of his honour, 
For Men,molt yile,cndures moſt baſe diſhonour ! 


I ice, voiuſtly, for Iniuſtice deemed; 

And ſcourged,crowned, wounded, preſt to die: 

A Worme,no Man,this God-man, tor Man, ſcemed; 
For,formeleſleis diuinc Formoſitic! 


Dric Roor,parcht Flant,burot Leafe,and wither'd Flow 
Yertruit Ithath,that hath reutuing pow r! 


A swhen bright Phebus (Landlordofthe Light) 

And his Fce-tarmer L«wa,moſtare parted, 

He ſets no ſooner, but ſhee comes in fight; 

So, when our finnes from God hadvs auerted, 
The Lordot Lite no ſooner ſet in Death, 
But gauevs (Lunaticks)Lifes light beneath, 


| He thattheEarth within His Palme includes, 
And Heau'ns Enibrace-all meaſures with His Span, 
A Rough-caſtof thicke Gore his Body ſhrouds; 
Then, blood exhauſted, Fleſh is weake,and wani, 
For,as I hornes did his Head,conuulnerate : 
So,Rodsallxounddid Hunexcoriate!)  ' 


It's 


Or (bri s Toſſe. 
It's pleaſant ro recount our Woein Weale 
T heſe Stripes had I deſeru'd, which He endures : 
". Thefedeepe Incilions,my Prides Swellings heale 
Thenmuſt I 1oy in counting what le cures; | 
, To tell the lerkes with 10y,thatioy do bring, 
1» [s both a wealetull,and a wofullthing. .- 
Theſe moſt Herodiarn-cruelties effeted; 
His People-pleafting Doom(ſ-man Him preſents 
To Furies fell,(with Helliſhrageaffeted) 
That ioy in His paſt Helliſh' Laneviſhments:; 
Yettor He hop'dto point at Pity than 
In Sorrowes Map;Re faith, Behelol the Man ! 


Behold the Man,and not the God behold ?: 
Yes Bifax,God and Man beholdin Him: 
His Perſon both thofe Natures doth infold; © -* 
Bur;Man thou (ce'{F, bur God thine Eies doth dimme: 
'Thine Eie1s Mortall, and no morrall Eie 
Can brooke the ſplendor of Heau'ns Maicſtic! 


Yet had thine Fies bin equall/though obſcure) 
Thou mighr'lt haveclcerely leene this ſpotleflſe Man 
A God in Word,in Dece/in Life, inPow'r : 
Bur hee's molt blind that will aot (ce, and can. 
T he Earth did interpoſe it ſelte berweene 


Thec,and Gods ſenne,elſe God thou mightſt haue ſcene. 


But what prouok'd thee,Pi/ate,{6to rue; 

His cale incaſe no inore but Man He werez? 

Thou heard'tt (10 doubt)his Words and Works were true 

Wonders, and Miracles;which made thee feare; 
And,tearing,rue his Caſe ; but Feare, nor Ruth, 
Can make chee(Falfe-heart)to acquitthis T ruth, 


The more is thy Soules torment, by how much 
The more thy (ouke did cre his Truth, and Pow 
If his Diſgrace,andgriefs did make thee gruch, 
Thy gruching ſpule,thy greater Griete procures: 


It thou,valike thy ſ(clfe,thy ſelte doit thwart, 


Thy dolce dies not, when thine — Crofſerhouarts - 
Ry 


+ Holy Rooge, 
Can that cleareFlement,thar quencheth fare 
(Alchoughit cleare thy Hands)thy Conſciencecleere ? 
Or quench a Soulesiult(with {inne raged)ire ? 
No Hypocrice,to waſhth'artnere the nere: 
But drops of grace,and Teares,well mixt with mone, 
May pierce,with falling,thechicfe Corner Stone, 


Nor can a Princes Lawes,ifmoſt vnright, 

Excuſe the Iudge,that iudgeth by thoſc Lawes:; 

Nor Ignorance {hall Guiltinefle acquite 3 

The Iudge mult iudge his owne,and Prince his Caule: . 
For,ifhis Lawes would haue himiudgeamulle, 
He breakes Gods lawzto keep thoſe Lawes 1n this, 


Then Iudges (though therefore ye be miſliudg'd) 
If Man, without God,make Herodzan lawes, 
Judge not by them,though ye by them betudg'd; 
Sith Meanesto illEffte s,arc like their Cauſe; 

Ir's berter die(for loue of Equitie) 

T han that, by vs,ag Innocent ſhould die, 


But,ah(alas!) alas it ist00 true, 
Too many Iudges of this Iron Age, 
oor brazen faces)willcrolle Chrift anew, 
or Princes loue, Rewards,and Patronage 
Theſe,theſe are they,thatmake che World ſoill; 
Who make the Lawes ſpeake as their Sou'raignes will, 


How many Lands grone vnderneath this Load? 

Thoſe Patrons of Oppreſsion ſo abound 

Who makean Hell, where-erethey make aboad; 

And tor Coyne,croſt; the Croſle of Chrift confound : 
For,hauing got the Law into their Hands, 
Make Law,tor meede,crofle (4ri#,and Lawes commands. 


All Ages had a grudge ofthis Diſcaſc; 
But,tis Age hes quite ſpeechleſſe of the ſame ; 
For, ludgement otr is mute(for want offees ) 
And fingers Things,infigne ofdeath,with ſhame: 
Chrifts Crotle him ſpeedthat thinkes to ſpeed in Suits 
Thar hath butonely Liquids for theſe Mutes, 
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Many 


Or ( briſts f roſe, © 


Many a wofull Mothers lighing Childe 
Goes to the Gybbet by their judge miſdoom'd, 
Becauſe they had not Iudgements hands defil'd 
With that wherein thee ſeekes to beintoom'd! 
O crime of crimes! when Men muſt loſe their breath 
+ Nottfor their faults, but theirs that doome them death, 


And many a Fathers,true begotten, Sonne, 
Inuokesthe Heau ns,tor iudgement on their Iudge; 
By whom,both They,and T heirs, haue bin vndone, 
Either for wane of gwing,or ſome grudge: 
Who,through their Tudges fault, are lands bereft, 
And oftby him hang dafterwards for Thebs, 


Then canno death, nor torment be too ſore 
For Iudges, judging forloue,fcare.or mecd; 
Whoſe Skinnes werenail'd to ludgement-ſeats of yore, 
That Iudges Eies, thereon,might daicly feed - 
For,thoughthe Prince be good,if bad they be, 
His Realmeas rul'd,as nought were worſe than Hee! 


Nt w,Soulereturne,with thy ſolcSoules returne, 

It will notbe, they will notpittic him 

Againe He goes,no torment ſerucs their turne, 

But Death,witncorment,,agſt part Life, from Lymme: 
Now, Barrabas is free'd, Chrift iudgdto dic; 
Onelpils,the other ſheds blood,qguuerſly! 


That Man-deſtroyeris from Death preſexp'd; 

This Man-preſerucr, Death muſt ſtraight deſtroy: 

Right's made away and Wrong is ſtall reſeru'd; 

In nought butin Chriit crucifi'd they 10y : . 
So,doe good Chriſtians too, but here's the ods, 
They aretheDiu'ls Demeaſue,but Chriſtians, Gods. 


T he ruthleſle {+acifigenow they crie, | 
Like hungric Hounds that cloſe purſue the Pray; 
Whoſe blood to ſuckegtheir pliant Iudge they plic 
With ceafletle clamours, Him to make away + = 
Andthus(to vrge him to't)they crie at once, 
His blood be on v5 and our bittle onase 


o 
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Theſe Cries, for blameleſle Blood, diuerberate 
The high reſounding Heau'ns cenuecxitic - 
That bloods lowd Cries theskies doe penitrate' 
With ſhrill /-ndi#4'sirrefiſtably : | 
« If Mcn haue blood for bloed,by Tuſtice courſe, 
<« Gods bloud in.Equitic hath much more force. 


Mans blood is (pilt, for ſpilling blood of Man; 

B:cauſe Mans ſpititalone,reſemblech Gods; 

But God's the thing itfelfe;by Iuſtice than 

Berweene both bloods 18s ods, ſfurmounting ods! 
TheRanſome ofthe Worlds rich,(Chriſt knoes) 
Who (pils itthen-deferucs a world of woes, 


The damned Doomeſ:man hath him wdg'dto death, 
(The Div'll that Divu'll elmeuate for his doome) 


O wau'ring Weather-cocke! whatwayward breath 
Turn'd thee about, from'thy firſt holwdoome 2. 
Doththy damivd double Fongue wdge hiwyto die,' 
Whomſclteſatne Tongue betore;didiuſtifie?:! + 
Paſt is thy Inudgement on this Indge of Ally i 
His judgement op theeds,asyer;tocome :. - 
Thy doome,in thy owne Thoughts waspartiallz 
But He,on thee; ſhallguea righccoubdoone : | 
Pitatsfarewcll;tillthen,Chrift bids'th'adue, - 
When tends ſhall plague thee, as fiends plague himnow! 
Ow,Eie of Sp rice, bcholdthis SpeRaclez 
Cbriſts Croilehimſpeed, Crofle on his Backe He bearesz — + 


T hat Tree,(that Souls-refreſhing Vmbracle, 
Together with our Sinae) His ſhoulders reares: + 
»» When Croſfle;artiSinne;and Gods molt heauic hate 
-» Depend on Fleſhythey Fleſh doe lacerate! 
Ah!ſce how th'All-ſupporting ſhoulders bow 
Vnderthis Burdeamoſtiraportable! !_ 
And,how his Legs do double;as:they goe; 
As forc'd to beare much more thanchey areable 
(Difabled through our frailtic)lo,how He 
Yecldsto th'opprehionofthis yeclding Tree! - -- 


Hes 


_  UrChniſts Croſſe," 
Hee,all whoſe life was nothing but a Croſſe 

Ofall Soule-vexing Crolles, life to wrackey 

Thoſe, by retaile he had, bur T his, in grolle, 

1s laid on himzſo,quiteto breake his Backe : 
Backe-broken loc,He wends,with theſe rauefreights, 
To caſtthis Crofle-like Anchor in Deaths Streighes, 


Noſtep He treads, but to thoſe Streights they tend; 


\ Crolled wich Chrifts-Crolle,or a Croile per ſe - 


\ Hee Mutes,and Conſonants did adde to th'end ; 
His Mothers bitter tearesthe Liquids be : 
Thelewes the V owels arc,that ſpell his woe 
That hfeexpels;T hcſemake the Chrif-crolle Row! 


See how the ſweatfals from his bloodleſle Browes, 
Which doth 1illiquetaCt the clotted Gore : 
His Burden paines him ſo with pinching Throwes, 
That(lad'ring)loe,he taints wich trauc]lfore: 

His corp rall powres annthilated quite 

(With Paines incurſions)lac,yeeld now out-right. 


Now ata Stand Heſtaies yet hardly ſtands; 
For,bloodlelle, breathlctle,powrelcflc,is his Body : 
Now faints that Pow'r that Heau'n and Earth commands 
H:s Body bloodlelle all,and yet all bloo1y; 

Drawne oucby boyſt'rous Blowes fanguinolent, 


Which make him (tand with Body double bent! 


O ſee my Soule, ah caſt thy carctullEie 
Vponthis Miracle-ſurmounting Wonder | 
The Body of thy God 1s wrencht awry, 
And double bow'd this maſsie Burden vader: 
Is Hemade crooked that was cucr ſtreight ? 
He is ſo made,but made (o molt varighe. 


Ah ſec how hismoſt holy Hand relies 

Vpon his knees, to vnder-prop his Charge: 

Now $ imon-Cyrene help,or elshe dies, 

The Croflc hath broke his Backegit is too large : 
Then,take It off, leſt Malice bepreuented, 


And Hedieyertcll Furic be contented, | 
Weepe 


E 
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Weepe Daughters of Ieruſalemamaine, 
Here,waſh his wearic Body with your Teares? 
Though Hein Louc,doth will you them retraine, 
Yer ſich He, tor your Love,this Burden beares, 


Help,with your forrow,to condole his griefe, 
For, Mates1n Meanc, yecld Miſerie relicte. 


Weep loy and Mirth,alchough itcroſle your kind, 


To ſce your kind Lord thus vnkindly Colt ; 

Croltall,inall;in Life, Death, Body, Mind; 

But,crolt leaſt1n his Croſſe, that croſt him moſt ; 
For,that,though crucll, moſt did him rcheue, 
Sith.it did end, the Deaths,that Lite did 2ine. 


Its mercie the condemned, ſtraight to rid 

Out of the paines,to which condemin'd they be . 
Chrifts curled Crotlc then thew this mercic did; 
For wnich ere lincears call da bletled Lice! 


Where Paine, it (clfe,doth p1'tie more than Men. 


Who will not pittic, there,the Pained then ? 


Irs {cd, the longer that the world doth weare 
The worſe It 1s; thela(t Daics arc the worſt - 
But, thefclaſt Tmcs,though bad, docnothing beare 


That can,{o martyr ought, that Nature nurlt ; 
And didnot Truth, felfe,the ſame avow, 
Who would belecue this Tragedie were true? 


Then who's a Particle of higheſt Pow're, 
T hatwillnot weepe to (ce It brought ſo low ? 
What Etes ſo Gorgoniz'd,that can endure, 
T olee the All-vpholder torc'd to bow 2 
T hen,fith Hee's bow'd that canop1'dthe $kic,.. 
LetEarthin center ofher Center lie! 


Diſmount your tow'ring Thoughts, af piring Minds; 


Vnplumetheic wingsin fightpenmpotent; 

Sith Hee thatflees - wn otfovifteſ Winds 

And with Heau'ns Monarch is equipolent, 
Deignesto detrudeHais Super-cxcellence 
>0 lo\y,to checke baſe Earths magnificence! 


— | ——  — 
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O thou that back'(t the Sun-bright Chefubins, 
And gallop'ſt orethe'glittring Lampes ot Heau'n, 
Bcholdthy Sonne ſole Lord of Seraphins, »y . 
Humbled to Earth; nay,with theEarch made cu'n! 
O let his deiet higheſt Lowlineſle, + 2 i 
Our pride,agd tby fcll plagues, tor pride, ſuppreſle, 
Remount vs by Hisfall,from whence we fell; 
He's fall'n in't hands of Synne, of Griefes the Ground; 
Tholeſelfe ſame Hands, threw vs from Heau'n to Hell; 
Yet by's hard tall,O ler vs backe rebound: 
Andfor we are the Mawmorhrepts of Sinne, 
Crollevs with Chrift,to weanc ourioyes therein, 


Vpon this Stand of Chrz## thll could I ſtand, 
To view, with Pitties Eics His Wondrous plight : 
My Muſe is grauell'd here in Silos Sand; 
Andall protundirie orewhelmesHerSpright, 
That Weakeneſſe ſo ſpould croſſe th Almighties Will, 
As preſt to goe. yer oppreſt ſtanaeth ſtill | 
Ns: leta ſacred Trance tranſport thy Spirit 
O Man,ro that vaholy-holy Mount; 
Chrift-crolle ſupporting Mount, where He did merit 
By bitter death,trom death,gthy Lites remount : 
$Hount-Tabor All will mount toſer bus plorie, 
But few bas griefe,will mount Mount Caluarie. 


There ſec. ah ſce,(though torture-tyred quight) 
How He(weake Worme)creeps vp the Hillin Haſte: 
Yer,lo,the ruthleile lewes,with mainc,andmight, 
(Beyond His might)do lugge him to His laſt: 

As doubting teeblec Fleth would faine,and die, 

T ocroile their,Crolile-intended,crucltie, 


Fell Envie dies with Death;buc, Malice hues 


In Life,and Death of thoſe {hee ſeekes to bite : 
The death of whom her,ha)fe dead,oftreuiues; 


1 


Then Malice doth gaenit Mcrcicmoſt rebel; 
Forſhee her toes purſues paſt = ang Hell!  - 
2 
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Yet; gricues that Death hath freed themtrom her ſpight: 


When 


67.31, 


: a # VU 16,:\) 


When [onathas'all feareleſle)ſcal'd the Rockes - --/* 
Where,charg'd he was with troupes of Phitiſtines, * 
His Man hun cquall'd in jſuſtainingknockss. ' 
Th:n/loe)our /onuhan(charg'd with ourfinnes) ' 
Now climes vp Caluerte,tofoyleourtone;- 
And ſhall we(cowards)leaue himtherealdnet---' 


When Saeu{s bold Squire hadſcene his Lordto fall © 
Vpon his ſword, he torthwith-didthe ſame; 
And,rather choſe death with his General, 
Than ſpare his l:tc to diewith ltuing ſhame? 
Then fith our Sawetalles on his buſtice Sword 
For vs,wee die ſhould,likewile,torour Lord, 


Now hauec they ſcal'd this meſtiuve Mountaine top, 
Ore-topt with dead mens LI ops, and fletblefleSluns : 
(A grim alpeR !) but here,with1oy they hop, 

Sith here their Plaics Cataſtrophe begmns : 


Among Deaths Trophetces,th'Engine of his Death, 


Is laid along the Dead-Skull-paucd Earth, 


Sce,ſee,my Soule,(ah harke how It doth cracke!) 
T hc Hand of Out-rage,that deglutinates 
His Veſture,glud with gote-bloodto his Backe, 
Which his cnteſtered Sores exulcerates ! 
Ah ce a God! or rather Grane,God knowes, 
For,now morelike a Graue;than God he ſhowes: 


There ſtands He ſhaking in aFeauer-fit, 
Whilethe cold Aire his Wounds corifri gerates3 
Where on ſome cold Stone(faint)Hee's faine to ſit, 
Which to itſelfe his Sores conglutinates: 
The whilehis Tortrers make the Mortefſe ready, 
To holdtheCroſle,thatmuſtſuſtaine bim,ſteedie. 


Which beeing done,ſec howtheir Teeth they griride, 


And rudely rcnd,not raiſe, him from that'Stone: ' 


\ Thercſticke the Cataplaſmavs ſtill behinde, 


As proots how they doc partthis Holy-One : 


They bearc hun tothe Croſle,buttothey beart him 


Hs intheir portage they doe rather tearg him, 
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See now thereon how they lony-ſtaughthim firecch, iT ; ; - 
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And firſt one Hand;faſtto the faine they nile; 

Meane while hard by deth ftand aruthlefleWretch, 

Thatgainit his Lambe,with openmouch,doth raile * | 
Alas the while, whatdolor is Hem ©  * 
Ah now,eun now, ſweet Chrift,thy wocs begin. 

Therewith one Hand;nail'd to the Trec, he lics, 

Hand-taited ſo to Dolors heaui'ſt Hand; 

Thewhile his toes protract their T yrranies, 

Thatſo his Crofle might ſtill lie ar a Stands: | 
Whofretat Tnee that fled,theychought, too fall, 
Aud palt,in pttrie,trom the pntie paſt. . 

Yetthatno Tine might ſcape,without offence, 

They fill his Earey with Blaſphemiesthe while 

The while Sprghtttudicsfſo to plague his ſenſe, 

Thatceallefle plagues Times puttie night beguile?t 

Wlule Hemindsnothine bnt their oucly good, 

And itrecly bleeds,to faue them with his blood! 


His holy Heart doth ake, more for their ſinne 
Than for the Torments which they ma«e it proouez | 
Who opes his Heart, to take his Plaguers1n, 
Till he Gods plagues, by Plagues,tromthem remoone: 
Did euer Mercie;Iuſtice ſo orcfſJow, 6 
To ſaueluiuſtice,while it workes her woe? 


Mercic, orewhelm'd in woe, to Juſtice pratcs 
Topardon vniult damned Cruelties : 
And with deep {ighes,and groancs her griefes bewraics, 
Leſt Iuſtice ſhould confound her Enemnes : 
O Mercieinfnite! how much are Wee 
(Looſc1inour Lines;and Manners)bound to Thee? 


And yet this Mercie,Patience,Grace,andLouc, 
Can nought auaile,theirrage tomttigate; 
Who trie what painc the perfe&tſt fleſh may prooue, 
Yer Paines the vitall Powrcs quite diſsipate: - 
Trie ye Concluſions, Diucls,on your God, | 
That brogkes your lerkes to _ youfromthe Rod? 
'£3Z 
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Now 


4 Now Time, nozMexciemooues their Hearts of Steele 
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(Becauſe the Sunne wends(mourning)tothe Well): 
To take the other Handlike paine to fecle; | c 
Yet ſtill prorogue the Conſummatum eſt: 

So,to the Crollethat Hand they flowely fixe, 

And ſtill his partic with,mockes and mowes they mixe- 


- Both Hands thus nazl'd; loc, how they kip.for 10y, 


To feethe blood come pinning from his vaines : 
And,for they would his {1ght thz more annoy, 
Like,worſe than fiends,they triumph in hispaines, | 
Then gloriousas his I riumphs cxcellence, | 
T hatſuth ſpight conquers wathſuch Patience: 
His Handschus handled,then his fect they take, 
And wicha Naile ot more than amplc lize, 
They boare tkem througlywhich makes them(o to ake, 
Thatlt wriags watertrom his Manhoods Eigs: 
Weepe Angels Saints aud ye Celcſtiall Splicares, 
To {ce your Glories Etes, ecchpit with T cares! 
Thus beeing fixtwpon the ſenſleſle Crofle 
(Howbeit t crackt1ii token of its cares!) 
Now herc,now there,the ſame they turnc,and tolle, 
Which (carſe cag beare* T bat, which ber Burden bears: 
If Hearr of Oake,with theſe griefes,broken be, 
W hat Hearts haue they,thatioy the ſame to ice ? 


* For,loe,with 10y to (ee the lame they hie, 


While He,ſweet Chriſt, lics nail'd amid{t the Throng : 
Here (tands one, grenmag, with bi necke awry; 


There ſtandsanorher,lolthng our the Tongue: 


Meane while, O Chrift,thy paines no 1 ongue cantell, 
Saue Onely T hinc, that knew (t ſuch paines too. well! 


Well,yerat lengrh bis Body. vp they rcare, ot. 

The poize whereot,conſtraines che Crodle to cracke ; 

& h harke(my-Muſc)harke;harkc,how 10 the Aure | 

It groanestofecle the God of Natures wrackes. , | + +; / 
Cracke on,{wcet Croſle,and call tor vengeance due, -.. 


Againlt thole Wolugs which Naturcy God purlvee.:; :.. 
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Or (brifts RN fe. _ 


Thus becingrear'd,He hou' ring hangs cn hie, 

In doubt, as) yet, what place inthe Aterto haue z 

For,now this way hereelcs,and by and by 

] hc o:her way, Hee's tofled, ikea Waves - - -- 
The while ou. Dolors Deepes,in ſtormes of Strife, 
With Armes di{plai'd He (witumes to luſehis Life! 


Now vp He is,and p-ſt thePikes thus farre, 

As one ou d out of Hcau'n,and caſt trom Earthz 

For, Heau'n,andEarth dy both againlt Him warce, 

Who trauels now, with our Redemptions birch © 
The whiles the Fiend doth tempt Him,in theſe woes, 
Thatſo He wight thatbllled Burden loſe. 


But now,ah now enſues a pincking painez 
For;hauing brought hin to the Sockets Brimmeg, 
( Fhat ſhould thz reeling Croſle,andHim ſullaine) © 
They jog tin. tolacerate -hisly mmes: 
No marucllchough theTewples vaile did rent, 
Becivg necreſach tearing of th Omnipotent: 


O Chriſt ,my Jeſus, (deere, celeſtiall Sweet) 
Inthis anooy,thine caſe,as ſhould appeare, 
Was noughtbirt this,to relt chee on thy feete, 
When as thy Hands with hanging wearle were - 
And then to ealethy nummed tect againe, 
1 hou mak'ſt thy Hands thy heauic corps ſuſtaine. 


If for thine aking Head thou fſeckelt caſc, 
Thenloe,a Wreath of T hornes bewraps thy Browes; 
Waoſe piercing pricks,thy Head doe ſo difcale, - 
T hat it confounds theſame with pinching Throwes : 
That Head, witoſe Members It exhulcrates, 
Now agonizing anguiſh macerates, 


All heckbers feele the anguiſhofthe Head, 

In Animals whoſe Soulecs arc ſcnfinue; 
Except;through Accident,the ſame be dead; 
But Members to rcioyce, when Head doth griue 
Is moſt vnnaturali;but Gracein this, 
Makes Headsannoy become the Bodies bliſſe! 
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Iftowards the Heau" art pelpchoncali7hine wind 

Lo,there thou ſecſt thy Fathers Browesto bend, 

Againſt Mans ſinne,whuch on thy ſhoulders lies, | 

Ivy that he lookes more likea foe than fricud. 
IftorheEarth,for helpathoy Jookit againe, 
Loe,there thy ſpecs [tayd prelk tmcxeale thy PAkIFy : 

In this extreamethy fricads ficd guery;one,: 

Albeitthou did'lt taretell they ſhould doc 0: 

Onely thy Mother,and thy darlin Toby, i: 

Stood Dy thee (Ul, wringiag | 6 ya WO TOUS 
Theſgblelled Paireyr epairgdiothee then ,,': 1511! 1; 
When thou ſcem'd! If ot God, andioath; dot Men, 


The hatefull Homicide,the.damned Theete, - 
Which onthy lets hand boong,deridesthy pow rz, 
And torthou woulglit not yeeld thyelfc rchete, | > 


Thou could(t nor; he(wretch)thought,withthoughtvnpures |; 


So,many deemeth y Members lettot Thee, 
Wheathey with morcall tormencs martyr'd be, 


Bu: Faich is moſt compleate, when Senſe hath nou zac 
 Whereon to giue her,but the leaſt xepole ; FOIA 
When Meanes whereby her Batrailes mult be fought, 
Faile vtrerly; yet,Shee no groundio loſe: , | 
This faith is worthy of the (rolle ,aod Crowne, 
Becauſe whenall is loſt,ſhee holds her qwne | 


This faith the Theetc,that on:thy right hand hooang,. 
Had in full forc63tor,whac ſaw kein thee, 
Saue extreame Patience in a World of wrong) _ 
hat he ſhouldchinke thee God and Man to be: 2 
Whoituſtifh'd thee, to be tuſtifi'd, 
Andpraid to Thee, asto Man Deified ! 


Ochoutrue Theefe,more true was neuer any; 
Wouldin thy caſel were for all thy pain; 
Thy paines, to day,ſhall paile toplcaſures many, 
Too many tor mans heartto entertaine! 

O bleſscd Theefe(fo bleſkwasnever Theefe) 


Todic with himpwhgſe deagh'sthy youles relicks 


- But 
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But noF,O Chri#, how far'ſt thovall this whilez 
Not well, I wot, though well it be for me: 
Ah looke how all thy toes doe grenne,and ſmile; 
To ſee thy vile aduancement on this Tree: __ 
Come downeyſay they, and [axe thy ſelfe, for why, 
Then art Gods Some and therefore canſt not ate. 


But,thceſc their words are moſt irronicall, 
Procceding from thedepthotſcorne,and hate: 
Andall theiryordsand deeds tyrannicall; 
Vadoing all that doe thy woes abate ; 
O! cnuious Serpents hatcht in Hell belo, 
What ficnd a faultleſſe Souls could torture fo-2 


Downe from the height of his exalted Croſſe 
He cafls his daz'led Etes, with motion floy, 
Vpon his bleſſed Mother; ah how cloſle 
 HerHeart with woe is ſhut,to feele his wo! 
His woe ſhee feeles;tor,of ker Fleſh is He, 
Then all His Bodics paizes,HerBodies be. 


His Bodies paine, Her Soule and Body pines; 
Herextreame loucinall extremitic, 
His paſsions feelezfor,ſuch Loue nere repimes 
To luffer with her Obie feclingly : 
If then, Her Loves lite, Death of Deaths, indures, 
Iudge whata Hell otwec Her Soplermmures ! 


Woman (quoth He)behold,behold thy Sonne! | 
(Thns ſaid in few;as He had faid thus much;) 


Bebold his end, that at thy ſelfe* begun; 71 reſto | 
Behold his Body phat mere Filth could touch, T——_ 


Is now defil'd with Blood, and fefired Sores, 
Both which(thog ſceſt )that Body all begores! 
Bebold thy Soune | now nail auntoea Tree, 
«Whom $0 thy Breaſt, of ore,thy Lone aid neile * 
Bebold his ITead,which oft was wownd by Thee, 
Now Thorne c,ſbarp ſet,doe wonnd,and ſore aſſaile! | 
7 hoſe Limbes, which thow haſt milk-bath'd on thy Lap, 
drenow allore beſmear d with ws Pappes 


Ak! 
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Ab' ſee thoſe Eies tu which thauwoont fetoprie, 
As if therein thou [awſt a world of grace! 
Now ſee thews( ſinking ) ſtand,au Death ſtood by, 
W boſe gaſtly preſence mſerenes my face: 
Woman,bchold thy Sonne' plags dthus for this, 
T hat Hee.for Mans deere lone bu T ESFVS s, 


O! Heart-ſtrings hold,or rather Heart-ſtrings breake: 
' What Heart can hold,all this to {ce and heare 2 
"Then can a Womans Heart (by nature weake) 
The heauic werght of Godsfell vengeance beare ? 
T heplgucs he felt,Gods wrath tor ſinnenfliGed, | 
For which, flice'sfcllow-fcclingly aftlicted! 
O bleſled virgin fare! (holy Mould 
That barethie blefſea frun of letle-tlow'r) 
Sith Grace, gainit Nature,made thy Heart to hold, 
Thatmuſtbe full of Grace,lo tull of Pow! 
O lecEcerninie thy Lauds enihrine 
Within all Mouthes,or Humane,or Diuine. 


And well mai'ft Thou be called full of Grace, 
Sith that the God of Grace thy Wombedid fill ! 
And bleſled art Thouyfor that blelled Caſc, 
Among all Mcnand Women ot god will: 
For,they mult cuer bleſſe Tixxegthatbelecue 
Thou gau'ſt him Fleſh, by whichtbeir Spirits doe live 
OStarre! gwnglight;tor light, to Jacobs ſtarge, 
Shine I hou with ht nSy Av in that Spare 
H1s Spheare lurrounds, andmooueth withom1arre; 
In that 1ummeciate Orbeto Hisappeare 
A glorious Lampe,tolend all Women light, 
That walke, or wanderin this worlds darke Night, 


Let neuer Mouth be found ſo ſall of Gall, 

As to exauguratethy bleſſed Name; 

But be Lou bleſt withprajſe perpetuall; . 

And let both Heau'n,and Earth ſound out theſame :- 
Sith T hou bar't Hun, that on bis Body bare 
ThePennance ot our d1nnethy cauſe of care. 


os Ur ( Wy + CPoRe.' © " 
My Mether,and thine owne(quoth Heagainc) 
O lohn behold; andgake thou mine #s thine; © 
Bethow Her ſonne,mn all that doth pertaine 
Toalltheſe bleſſed Sonnes,whoſe Sire is mine : Ro 

[Inlone,jn care gn dilitgnite and dutte, © 

Be thon Her Sonne,ſtth this to Sonnes is (pie, 
(omfort Her Heart, Her woe<xcroſſe-wounded Heart, 
 Shee 15 a Wo-man, Man aſſwage Her Woe 
wuh Manly Comferts;thou mere cheer: fall art, 
Although thy Gall be full of priefe, ] know; 

Tet being Htrong thou better mai ft ſuftame It, 

Ana belp Her Heart with Grefe ſpht gocontarue [t 


You that palle by this place, *behold me too, *ram1.ts 
Andlce 1tany paincs belike ro mine! 
Read onmy Head what | was borne vnto; 
ACROW NE :andyetmy Crowne my Headdothpine: 
Witnes the Holes the ſame makes in my Erowes, 
And witnes Thatythat from thoſe Fountaines flowes, 


Sce,ſec ah ſec, how I,that made this All, 
Am made (farrc worſethan All!) A mecre Offence! 
Looke1n my tacc,itthou canſt for thy Gall, 
And ſceſt onght there, likemebut patience ? 
For,there thou ſeccit{(bathi'd in ſanguine [treames ) 
Where Painc,and Patience fits 1n ltugh'lt extreames: 


O you thatpaſlc by me, ſee how l hang 
In torment ſuch,as no tieth eredid fecte; 
Asjtallpaines,in one,wcre in each pang; 
As it the Serpent more than {tung my Heele - 
Thecafe 1 haue,its Worlds of all diſeaſe 3 
Sith Man ſhalltarethe better, farre,ſor Thele. 


Number my Bones;for,now they may be ſo, 

(Sith bare they be)and tell how many mult 

Make vp the true Anotomie oft Woz 

For,inme you (hall and tharfigure juſt: 
Suh ÞP AINE wasneuerproudot her degree, x | 
Vauilin Purple,thee was _— juno! * y ” 
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4 - You thatdoe paſſc by me,ſechow 
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my-Palmes 
For youarerent,andall ther lingwes crackts .'  - 
O eive me then, atleaſt, your Puttles lines; 
Sith for your Treaſons (ab)l thus am Rackt : 
Then,ſith this Racke,trom wracks doth ſet you fiee, 
Can you doc leſlerhan loue the Racketor mee... 


My Paines not onely free you. from annoy, | 

(Yea,fuch annoy,as no thought can concewe).. 

Bur make you owe, withall.all cudleſle ioy, 

Which,for your loue,irpangsot Death I give: 

_ Then,OdcerePilgruns,putic yourny paine, , 
Andlouc,O loue me,lcit I dic in vaine, 


You that doe paſle by meyy Feet behold, 
(Thatinthe way of Sinners ncuer (tood) 
How tney my Body bearc,notastlicy ſhould, 
Yet as they [hould they beare Ir,for your good: 
Then;waſh my cn, wig Aaric)with one Teare; 
Sith all your ſinncs,they,with my Body, beare! 
And ſceif xou canany place eſpie | 
About that Body,free from Wounds,or Blocs - | 
Ifnot,then pittieme,for whom 1 g1e, | 
Pattie O pattie,nry vopittied woes ; 
But,it you cannot,woe be to me thenz 
F or,I bad nere tcltwoe,buttor you Men,: 
The Fountaine of my Blood(my Liuecr's) drie; 
In vaine my thirſte V eines doe ſuckethe ſame : 
No burning Cole can be more hotchan 1; 
For, veherent paine,doth al} my parts 1nflame : : 
In cury Nerue,like wild fire,it doth rage, | 
| Withoutonedrop of Mercie Itto (wage. . 
See,ſechow Anguith makesimy Soule to beat. 
My panting fides,for holding her in paine; 
Who ſceks(poore Souke)to lhifcher wearie Seat, 
Which plagues hermore,the more ſhee toiles,iu vaine : 
Such thus'1n Loue, for Man,ſh'endures c1sdoule 
T hen,inloue, puttic(Man)my Paingtull Soule, . 


And letit grieuethy Soule,my Souletogrieve, 

T batthus doth languilh for the loue of thee 

Oletnot thine, with mine vnkindly ſtriue; 

Butthat, but one Soulc be twixethee,and me : 
Andlettrue Loue,in Deed One,both vs,make; - 
That am thus more thanbroken, for thy ſake! 


The time hath bin(as knowesETERNITIE) 

] rid vpon the gloriousCherubins; 

Andin my Hand helda!l Felicitiez 

Thatnow am madea Packe-horſe for thy Sinnes! 
Ivas,as Gaddeth know,high as the High'(t, . 
Till I, for thee, trooke on me to-be Chriſt, 


There was a Time, [ was;what was I not 

T hat was not more than infinitly bleſt 2 

But now thy Cuiſe1s fall'n varo my Lot, 

Ang allto turnethy Curle vats the beſt, 
] give my hfefor thine(as thoudolt prove) * 
Nay, Heau'n for Hell, and all buefor thy loue!- 


TheTimehath bin when Angels compaſtme, 
Still chaumting Hy mnesjn honour ot my name; - 
Bur,now am compaſt with a company- 


Ot wretc}.ed Wormes, that gnaw mine Honours fame: : 


Which fame to me,(witneſle my woes)is deere) - 


Then, judge what tis ſuch blaſphemies to hear? 


 NoSenſe, Pow 'r,Part,in Body,or in Soule, 
Nor parts of thoſe Parts, but, all extreames; - 
Tormented arc,ia part, and in the whole; 


And quite orewhelm'd with diuine-furies ſtreames: 


S:ththen,O Love, I amthusplegu'd tor Thee, - 
Pitcie, O pitrie(Deare Loue)pirtie mie.- 


Sith God hath left me,as I Hearn haue lefty ; 
 AndP A 1 NEbathputme where her life doth liez--- 
Nay,fith my felfc,am of myſeltfe berett; 
' Stth becing LIF E,to giue thee Life, I die : 
Sith,chis,and more than 1hx,is donetor thee, - 
Putie(Decre Louewn Loue, O —_ me, - 
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How canſt thou liue, to ſee thy God thus die? 

To heare his Paines,thus,thus for Pittic call, # 

Andyet to find nograccin Putties Exe! | 
Thy Frame,deere Naturc,ſhould be quize diſlolu'd, 
Or thy whole Powers into Teares cclolud! 


His Anguiſh havingrhis,jn filence, (aid, 
See,now,how He {orc labours tor the laſt » 
T he laſt denecre of Sinnes debtbecing detraid, 


, It now remaines that Death tbe Reck'ning caſt : 


But, heauy Death,becaule the Summci1s great, 
Takes yet ſome longer time codoe chetear, 


But now, my Soule,here lct vs make a Station, 
To view perſpicuouſlly this ſad aſpeR 
And,thruugh the /acobs-ſtaffc of Chriſt bis paſSion, 


Let's ſpie,with our right Eie,bis Paines efteft: 


That 1n the Lab'rinth ofhis Languiſhment 
We may,though loſt thercin, find folagement, 


The Mind,(till croſt with Heart-tormenting Crolles, 
Here,findsa Crotle to keepeſuch Crofles out 
Here,may the Loſer find more thanhas lofles ; 
If Faith belccue,whatghere, Faith cannot doubt : 
For,all his Wounds, with voice vocifcrant, 
Cric out they can,more than ſupply cach want! 
This holy Croſle isthe true Tutament, 
ProteQingall enſheltred by the tae 
And though Diſaſters face be truculent, 
Yetwall this Engine (ct it fairernframe: 
T his1s thetecbje Soutes nerc-tailing Crouch, 
Andgricued Bodies hard, bat wholeſom'lt ,Couch. - 


Looke on this Croſle,when thou art ſtung wich Care, 

It curesforth-with, like 440sſes met! & Snake ; 

What can «tHi&tthee,when thy paſsions are : 

Patrern'd by His, that Paines,Perte&ionsmake? 
Wiltbeſo God vnlike,to ſeethy God 
Embracethe Whip,and thonabhone theRod'? 


5 See, 
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See,ſee, the morethan all ſoule-ſlaying.Paines 
Which more than all,for T hee and all he prou'd; 
What Man,cxcepta God he be, ſoftaines 


Such Hcls of pain for Man, with Mind vnmou'd: 


W hat Part(as crſt was {cd)ofall his Parts - 


But tortur'd iS with ſmarts, exceeding ſmarts! 
His Vaines,and Nerues, thatchannellize his Blood, 


By violent Conuulſions all confratted : 


His Bones,and Ioynts, from whencethey whilome ſtood,, 


With Rackings,quitc diſloked, and diſtrafted: 


His Head, Hands, Feet,yea alltrom Top to Toe, 
Make but thiimperfe& Corps,of perfe&t Woe! 


O that minc Head, wereHeadof ſeau'n-fold Nyle, 
That from the ſame might flowe great Floods of Teares, 


Thercin to bathe his bloodleſle Body,while 
His Blood eftuz'd,in fight con wo 1 DO 
Then ſhouldmy Teares egeclidate his Gore, 


That from his Blood. founts,for me,flow'd before. . 


O burning Loucl Olarge, and laſting Loue! 
What Angels tongue thy limits candeſcribe 
That do'tt extendthy ſclfc all Loucaboue, 


For which all praiſe, Loue oughtro Theeaſcribe : 


Sith skarceche Tongue of Gods Humanitic, 
Can well deſcribe this boundleſle Charitie! 


Why docT live z alas why doe Iliue? 
Why 1s not my Heart Louc:-ſicketothe Death ? 
Bur, ſhallIliue,my louing Loueto grieuc ? 
O no,O rather Ictmy loſe my Breath, 
Thcntake meto thee, Loge,O let me die 
Onely but fer thy Loue,and Sume to fur. 


Stay me with Flagons,with Fruit comfort me; 
Now 1 am ficke Heart-ſicke of (wecrelt love - 
T hen let me linc{{weetLoue)alonein T hee; 
For, Loue deſires in That,belou'd,to mouet 
Jlwve,and moue in Theezbut yet,O yet, 
] luc to mouczthat 45,to make Thee trer: 
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”  ShallFleſhleſſc frailtic, O!ſhalleuer Fleſh 
| Extercorate her filch Thee to annoy ? 
Or ſhall the ſame be ener found fo neſh 
As not endure Paine-cemporall,that light Toy .. 
The Heau'ns ſore-fend that Fleſh ſhouldſo offend, 
Sith God, in Fleſh, was wrackt,Flcſh,marr'd,to mend. 


LookeTurkes,and Pagans an this Spectacle; 

Scegthrough the ſame,the errors ye are1n? 

This 15 true Faiths 1nctre SubteRacle; 

Propitiatoric Sacritice for Sinne + | 
This is Godcrucifi'd, which ye deſpiſe, 
Becauſe His Manboods meekenelile burts yourEles, 

Tell me would cyer Man but God,and Man, 

Freely,otſclfe accord,accord to beare 

Gods Angers plagues,for Man,whichno Man can, 

That on this God apdMan inflied were? © 
None buta Gad,whoſePow'r 1s1nhnite, 
Can brooke the paines.that are indefinite! 


:Let goc his Workes,mecre Metaphalical), Wo 

Which World will wiznetle,tbaughthe World doth hate hicy, 
(T hat might ſuffice to prooue Him Godin All) 

.Andlooke but on the price his friends didrate him, 


With all the plagues his powres,for F ip, 


Ton muſt coufeſſe tis God that bides ſuch paine, 
Ana that your faith ts falſe,and Goſpel vaine. 
Who ioy vameaſurable can beare,vnioy'd, 
And Gricte intollerable ſuſtaine, vngrieu'd, 
,Mult needs be Godzthat is with neither cloyd, 
And ofthis grace, by neitheryis depriu'd : 
This is that Goa that All-ſupporting Pow'r, 
Ons Faiths Foundgtion,and the Churches Tow'r! 
Totheemy God,my.Lerd.my leſiu (bri 
\WAIl aſcribe all > 9x15 was Bay Cf ; 
Thee will I ferve(ſay Pagans what they 1ift) 
And,withthe Armes otLoue,thee thiltembraces 
Thatformy louc;inloue,do'ſtdeigne to dic 
[Thisdcathot ſhame, wy life to glorie. 
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O let the Summe of all, be all and ſome, 
Compriſedin thy Heau'n-ſurmounting praiſez 
That w4#,that t,and bat be,ayeto come, 
TheSubic& ofthy SubicRtsthankfull Laiess 
Who, with aduanced voice, doe Carrollforth, -- 
Thepraiſe of thine ineſtimable Worth! 


And ſiththy Soule,torme,isſo conflited, 

My Soule,to thee,in grietes,ſhall be affected 

And,for thy Fleſhgthroughloue, is ſo aftli&ed, 

MyFleſh,forthy high louc, ſhall be deieted : 
Soule,Flcſh,and Spitit,forthy Spirit, Fleſh,and Soule, 
Shall(longing)pine,in Fleſh-repining Dole. 

Mine onely School ſhall be Mount Caluerie, 

ThePulpic but the Crofle; And Teacher none 

Butche meere Crucifixc ro mortihie z 

No Letters but thy bleſled Woundsalone: 


No Commaes but thy Stripes; no Periods 
But chy Nailes, Crowne of Thornces,Speare, Whips, & Rods, 


| Noneother Booke but thy vnclaſped Side 
(Wherein's contain'dall Skils Angelical) 
| None other Leſſon but Chrif crucifi d 
Willl crelearne: for,thatis allinall : 
WhercinSclfe-Cuioſitice may find 
Matter to pleaſe the moſt diſpleaſed Mind, 


Here,by our Maſters Nakedneſſe, we learne 
What Weeds to wearetby his Thorne.crowned head, 
How toadorne vs: and, we may difcerne 
By his moſt bicter Gall,how co be fed- 
How fo reuenge. by praying for his foes; 
And,lying on his Croſle, how to repole. 


For,when we read him quer,ſce we ſhall, 
His Head with T hornes, his Eares with Blaſphemucs; 
His Eies,with T carcs;his honnied Mouth with Gall; 
With Wounds, his Fleſhzhis Bones with Agonics 

All full:and yet(withall)co beare him ſay, 

So Mag might liuc, be would 2 languilb aye! 
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xamplc: And O. Grace: . 
Without deſcruing! Loue! O largeſt loue 
Surmounting meaſure! that for Wormes ſo baſe 


And baſcly bad, ſuch Hels of woes doth proue! 


Had we bin &-iends,what would hethen haue done, 
That, becing his foes,no woes for vs doth ſhunne?- 


For,lo, he hangs in Torments molt extreame, 
Wraptinthelntrals often thouſand Euils; 
Whule (Chrift)thy foes thy noble name blaſpheme, 
And raue againſt thee like out-ragious Diuels: 
From out thcir banefull Bulkes all ſpight they ſpue, 
TillP A IN Edid Hydra-headed Paine ſubdue! 


Vtnow, begin the angric Heauns to ſcoule, 

And Phebs hides from thee his golden Head; 
Now,Sathan toyles,to tempt thy ſacred Soule : 
Now,finkes thy Body downe,as it were dead: 

Now,quakesthcEarth,now rendsthe Temples Vaile, 

Andnow thy Senſes doe themſclues aſlaile. 


Now, frownes thy Father, witha dreadfull lookez. 
Now, burnes his wrati,which fare thy Soule doth ſeare: 
Now, gape the Graucs of Saints, which now awooke 
From out theſleepe of Death, wherein they were : 

Now roares the T hunderin the glooay skie, 

Now Sathan yelles , becauſc his toile'sſo nic, 


Orion,now, doth muſter miſty Cloudes, 
Wherewith the toggic Aire isdark'ned quight: 
And now, thy Fathers face tromthec he ſhrouds, 


| That whilome woont, on thec,to ſhine ſo bright; 
- All which compell thy Manhood thus to crie 


Ely,Ely,L ammaſabacthavie! : 


Now,downe thy holy Head beginsto finke) 
Andnow the Hand of Death doth cloſe thine ies : 
Thy Tongue,cotlam'd with painc,now thirſts for drinke 
Which being reueald,that want,Spight ſtraight ſupplies: 
| Who glues thee(ah! )(toplaguerhy Taſte withall, 
In gall of bicterneſlc)the bitter ſt Galle 
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But (by the way)here note, my mournefull Maſe, - mn 
Thegreat! (ah tearmes I want aright t'cxpreſlc) ' "1 
The monſtrous malice of theſe cankred Iewes, mn 
Who not content his Corps with Paines topprelle, 4 

Docnerethelelſle his Senſes ſceketo ſpill, | Mi , 
Aod grieuc becauſc his Soule they cannot kill ! 


O Sonnes of Sinne,can ye ſec Iuſtice-Sonnc 
(So like the Sonne of all Impietic) 
Thus madea Chaos of Confulion, 


With Angels fo torange you orderly, 
Yet hue diſord'red? then(ah)what remaines 


Butlookt-for Worlds ofall confuſed paincs ! 


Say, for his glorie, he endures theſe Stormes 

Wichout reſpe& of your peculiar gaine - 

Alas! whatgloriecan G O Dhauc of Wormes, 

But ſuch as he mght lothe, ſich vile,as vaine? 
Then,lith he tor yours(not his gloty)dies 
With ſhame, for thame die ye for his likewiſe. 


Sich He that's Lord of Bliſſe,andall Renowne, 
Dues to the Ground of Shame, andSorrowes Seas, 
Tofetch vp lemmes of Ioy,for Glories Crowne, 
Toplace but on Mans Head,in Worlds of caſe! 

Then Man ſhould co the Ground of deep'it annoy 


Diue for like Iemmes, his Lord,alike,to0 10y. 


Had we but Se/fe-Loxe in the kindeſt kind, 

This loue alone would force vs thisto doc ; 

For,this Se{fe-Lexe(not like the other, blind, 

Sceing whatToyesſuch Woes doewhaftvs to). 
Makes vs,for our owne future endleſfe caſe, 
Loue to be ducking ſtill in SorrowesSeas. 


Chriſts bitter,and his lateſt draught thus drunke, 
The Pangs of Death begin each limbeto Racke; ix 
Now oiths his Soule, the Lifes Locke of his Trunckez | 
For now his deere Heart-ſtrings beginto cracke; | 
Father,quoth he,to thee I giue my Souls; 
For ao WIS hoiſh gpoth my Life,and doule, 
2 22 4 eh G 2 
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”” And forthe Y fa a Speare, 

Doth pierce his ſide, and clecues his Heart in twaing 
From which,as froman hallowed Founcaine clecrc, 
Both B!ood,and Water guſheth forth amaine : 
Drin«enow anHealth amy Soulc;for, this1s Wine, 
Will allthy faculties,with grace,refne ! 


For,this is Chrt,through whole ides(ſoules to ſauc) 
All Men are crucifi'd 2with whoſe laſt Breath 
All Men gaue vp the Ghoſt : within whoſe Graue 
All burycd be : by whoſeariſc from Death 

All are rcuv'd: for,he,as we belecue, 

Did live to dte,that we might dieto live, 


In Paradiſc from oneſelfe head did flow 
Foure Streames, ot Earth,to bathe cach droughtic limbe: 
From Chrit(Faiths Paradiſe) Blood floweth. toy 
From whoſe Heart,through his Hands,and Feet, doch fwimme 
On floods of gore)the Arke of grace, wherein 
h'eleR arefau'd from beeing wracktthrMigh ſinne. 
And from his lide(bcſide)camewelling forth 
Both Blood and Water full of Miſterie; 
Bloodto purge ſinne,and Warer of like worth, 
Tonote new birth in ChriſtanInfance: 
Fromall whoſcBodics partsto parts,and whole, 
Blood ſtreamedtorthto clenſe cach Bodies Soule. 
The Blood of Beaſts effuz'dinfacrifice - 
Were Typicallzyctpleas'd the angric High'ſt: 
Butthatdidthis(moltpure)Blood ſymbolize 
TholeShadowes were diſpell'dby l:ſxu Chrift 
True Luſtice Sunne,in whomno ſhadow is, 
Eitherof Change,orSinne,or ou et amiſle, 
Here,perpendicylarly hangsthe Linc 


By which trom outthe Worlds Maze mendo 
Vntoa World more ample,morediuine, 


Without whichall goe wrong torightelt woe + 
Then goeby this,you that would not beloſtz 
Forzhereby you goeright, how cucr "a 
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Andiffoule Sinnes,plu'd faſt to fleſh, andBlood 
So cloſely cling that they will not away 
Valeſle vnlooſed with aſanguine flood, 
This working Deluge will not let them ſtaie: 
' Neesfloodcontoundedall,ſauceightalone, 


Bur this ſaucs all thatit hath ouerflowne! - 


Ow haththegreatC RE A T ORyfor Mans ſake, 
Theſecond Adamcaſt intoa fleepe; 2 
Whules of his Heart-blood Hee his Spouſe doth make; 
For whom His Heart doth Blood, and Water weepe: 


Which compoundiTeares are turn'd to Ioy,intire, 
For his Heart-blood effects his Hearts delire! 


Which deere deſire, was one deere Spouſe to haue, 
To be co-partner of his Griefes and Ioyes; 
Which when hz wooke, his God vnto-him gaue, 
To comfort hynincomforts,and annoics: 
Which whenn he ſaw,He held (molt faire to (ce!) 
filelb,othis Fleſh, Bone,of his Bones to be! 


Now hath the Monſter Fleſh-deuour ing Death 
Goc him within his Bowels;but(though dead) 
Lookchow a woman,groaning, tanguiſheth 
InChild-birch till ſhee be delivered, 

So groancth Death,who trauellethin paine, 


Till of his charge he be diſcharg'dagaine. 


And as the * Babylonian Dragonbrake _— 
So ſodne as Dawels Lumpes his Mouth had fall'dy Drapor ; 
So, Death, that otLifes Lord a Meale didmake,. 
In ſunder brake,and vtterly was ſpild: 
His Mawe could'not digeſtchat bleſledBit,, 
Made moſt immortall by biscating it- 


Nor could he vemit vp this Bread of Life, 
Which(Poyſon-bke,whilcitin him abides) 
Had with his nature ſuch vnceſlant (trite, 
Thatitbrake forth the next way through his fides:. 
Sending celcſtiall Beames,not to the Skie, 
' Butte the Throncofhighelt diuinitic, 
ee . Nor 


* Y FLY F FF. Fx 
#,F z 


: Pl | F l ; © | Y . 
- 0 ” 


” NorcouldHe(as ſome Beaſts rechew their meat, 
To cauſe the ſame the better to diſgeſt) 
Rechew this Bread, ſo faft,and ſo complear 
Made by his chewing,that it now muſt reſt 

Asfree from Paſsion,as from violence, 

Garded with Powre,and Glories excellence, 


'that allSpirits of high Intclligence, 
(By royall Armies)would chemlclues immure 
In my blunt Braines; that, by their confluence, 
I might expreſle(with Nettar'd Phraſes pure) 
T he praiſcthat to this Paſsion right pertaines, 
Whoſe ſacred vertue,ſfacred Vertuc,ſtaines ! 


The vertuc of this Paſsion is of pow r 

Reucnges Red,to change to Mercies White 

ThisPaſsions vertueis fo paſsing pure, 

That Fowleto Faire it turnes,and Darke,to Light: | 
&TheLand-marketo true Reſt, when Troubles toſle 
&© (In Sorrowes {cas )is Chryt vponthe Croſle. 


Ye ynconfuſed orders Angellick 

In order cometo take this Bloodeffuz'd : 

Bring forth Celcſtiall Bowles,with motion quick, 

To which this pretious blood may be infuz'd: 
Letnotone drop be loſt of fuchrare Blood , 
That makes men palsing bad, excceding good! 


Couer this Aqua-vite with your wings 

From touch of Infidels,and Iewesprophane: 

They haueno int'reſtin this King of Kings; 

Whoſe blood they ſuck'd, which blood willSe their bane : 
Make much thereof, fith but the leaſt drop of it 
Is worthten thouſand Worlds for price, and profit : 


Yet,let poore Spirited Conuerts, drinke their fill; 
And{w1ll their drie Soules,cill with it they (ſwell; 
Such diuine ſurfetting is wholeſome {bill 
For,noyſome Humorsitdoth quite expel - "By 
Yea,though,with griefe, they ſwell,and breake with paine, 
Such gricte brings10y, and makes them whole againie. 


The 
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TheElephants,of yore inur'dto warre, 
Before the Fight blood were vsd toſee; 
Which themincenſt;the more to mak= them dares 
Then,ifa Beaſt ſhall not our better be, 
Sith (brift wee ſce quite drown thus in his Blood, 
We mult endure the Racke,as he the Rood, 


Five Founts he opens; whence,doe (guſhing) flow 
Red Seas,to drowne our blacke Egyptian ſinnes;. 
Thatthey nomoremay ſ{ceke our ouerthrow': 
Then,ſhould we goe, like Iſracls Denizins, 
Though Walts of Woes,orethrowingeu'ry Let, 
Till weinto the Land of Promiſe get! 


Ow, to this Lifcleſle,yet Life-giuing Body 

Returne my Soulez ſee,ſee, how like a Clod 

He hangs,with gaſtly-grimme aſpe&,all bloody; 

Ah who would weene this Man ſhould be a God? 
And yet what Man can doubt it,fith He died 
As Man,for Men,that this God crucified ? 


What cheere O holy Marie,Gods deere Mother ? 
How tares thy Heart, tranſpierc'd with Sorrowes ſword # 
Thy Sonne is ſlain; yet ſure there isnone other 
That kils,and ſtraight revincth with a Word! 
If Healonehath this almightic pow'r, 
Doubt not but He bimſclfc Hinaſelfe willcure! 


What! doe Idoubtthat thou a doubr do'ſt make 

Ot hisreviuall ? O!I wrong thee much | 

Ifſo 1I ſho uld;for,thy Faith cannot ſhake, 

Sith it is ſtai'd by Gods vnſhaken Touch : 
T hen,that thou ſhould'ſt be thus, ſo wge-begon, 
I ſce no cauſe, ſaue Natures courſe alone. 


Nature will yerne, when monſtrous minded Men 
Prodigiouſly doe violate Her Lawes : 

But when they wracke her (cife, what will ſhec then 2 
Will ſheenotmourne? to gricue,hath ſheeno cauſc? 
Shee were vnlike her ſelfe,and her ſelfe foe, : 
If{toucht ſo acere)ſhe were nor toucht with Wore 
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””  Then,ſacred Saint,thou muſt have leaue to mourne : 
Thy loſlcis great,alcheugh thy gaine be morez .. 
Thy Heart muſt rend,to ſeethy deere Heart torne; 
Tt nceds muſt bleed, when lts {o full of Gore: 
If it be drie,through —_ reat excelle, 
Would Minc,for Thine,mightblced,andncuer ceaſc» 


ANd Gith twixt you is ſuck proximitte, 
That thoude'{tthroughly taſte the ſmart hetceles, 

Ile turne my ſpeech 4 while alone to thee, 

To comfort thee with ioy which Faith reveales : 
And thougi thounow triumph in cndlellc joy, 
Thismight be ſedto thee inthineanuoy, 


ThincEies that ſec(engulphtin ſeas of Tears) 

Griefes Obie&s,greater than they arc indeed, 

Diſlolue in Brine to ſeaſon ſo thy Carcs, 

That Sorrow may thereon with pleaſure feed: 
« When Sorrowes{wellings burſt out of che Eies, 
* The Hcartdoth holdto giuethem freſh ſupplics, 


Thine Farcs belecue all Sonnds(how ſweet (o ere) 
Arcbutthe Accents ofa Tragicke voyce; 
The Angels Notes doe (ceme butpartsto beare 
In the Confufion ofanirkeſomenoyle: 
© For,when the Body is withoutthe Head, 
< What Muſicke makes the Trunke but dull,or dead, 


TheEcchocs of thy Plaints doc ſceme to thee 

The mournfullcrics of Rivers,Rockes,andHills; 

As though their Makerthem had madeto be 

Truc feelers of his Paines,thy Griefes,their Il!s : 
*For,whenas Natures Godfeeles violence, 
** Nature makes noffghtthathathnotfeecling ſenſe! 


Each glimpſe of Ioy to thee is like the Spoiles 
Ofſomeiich Kingdome tohercon quer'd Princes 
Which arc the markes of her recureleſle foiles, 
And,without warre, his warring Thoughts conuince;' 
**For,othersmirth doth then become our mone, 
— When they make metric with our loſle alone, 


Or Cbrifts Croſs 
What cre delights the Eare thenrenouates 
The wocfall wantofthy Sonnes fn gred Words; 

For, Angels voice buttecapitulates ES 

The mille of That which ſweeter voice affoords : 

* And to be mnidedof the loffe of loy 
*Duth make vs find, in old fofle, new annoy, 

As Loue(that highly prizethpriceleſſe Things) SO 

Trebles the price of thoſe of higheſt rate 3 

So,Realon and Iudgement( Faithleſle almightic Wings) 

Lifting thy Soule toſee thy high eſtate, 
Makes his Croſle thy Crofle-Croſlc-let/treble croſt) 
Pecauſe ſo well thou know'ſt what chou haſt loſt, 


| Andallthe Sweetes thy Senſes apprehend, 

Arc butas Crummes of thy late royall cheere; 
Which thy erſt tuil-fed Soule doc but offend, 

And make thy Looke more hunger-pin'd appeare : 
«©T hePallat vsd to ful-dy{hrt daintic Cates, | | 
* The homely crumms of courſe Cruſts deadly hates. ' 


Worlds-glorie is to thee a Lightnings flame, 
Which doth but light to ſeecalaryitic: 
For,out it eoes when it hath ſhow'd the ſame, 
Aud Hell doth leaue behind,t'affc ont the Eie; 
For,Glorie,in his Graee, did ſo cxcell; 
That Heau'n with it compar'd is worſc than Hel, 


For,killing in his owne Life-giuing Death 

The ſacred life of liues; it doth en{ue 

All livings Thin gs died, with his yeclding breathz 

So made Death vitor,and did Death ſubdue! 
* But,by Dcath to ſubdue Lifes conquering Foe, 
ls Lite in Death though Fleih,and Bhood ſay no, 


No,no,fai'ſt Thou(deerc Saint)as Fleſh thou art, 
Whoſe Blood doth boile,in paſcion, for thy loſle : 
For,through his Death thy Life fecles moreall ſmart; 
So,his Crotle, T ree of Lite, is thy Lites Colle ; 

© For,(3race,and Nature beeing oppohite, 
* Doth breed an cudkef{cbate —_— Fleſh and Sp rice, 
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' When Faith doth Reaſon into Louetranſmute, 


- Stirreinthat liucliſt fecling part of Thee, 
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Then Faich, through Loue,furmounteth Reaſous reach : 
And ſcornes with Fleſh and Blood oncetadiſpuce: 
Butinthe MetaphylicksReas n doch teaciy- _ 
Yet now thy Faith,and-Loue,and Reav'a conſpire 
| To reauethy reſt in queſt ofthydelre, 


- Thy Louc,by reaſon of thy miſcries,. 


Enzulphs thy Memoricin griefeſo&cepe,. 
That thou forzett'ſt thy fore-palt promules, 
Remembring but(thy hearts.eaſcz{till, to weepe- 
« For,when hearts-eale doth fromthe heart depart, 
« Nature. cnforceth T eares to caſeche Heart. 


But, yet the inward preſcnce of thy Sonnc,. 
His outward abſence(decre Saint)may-ſupply : 
Who from thy Wombcinto thy Heart is gone, 
Thatthou wai'ſt feele him much morg vitally :. 
Then, 1nthy Heart(whichSorrowes Sword doth wound) 


Hemakes his Tept,to Tent anGmake it ſound. | 
But,ifthou fee[t not yer this Lord of Life 


It isfith Paſsions tnere are yer infirife, 

Sprung from his Paſsions which Perfc ions be: 
Bur kept he not the peace inſogreatſtrite, 
Ne,force of Nature could maintaine thy life. 


Thy Tearesdoe(quenching)feedthe lacred fire 

That Natures Lead tranſmutes te Graces Gold : 

Zeale blowes thecolcsof thy divine delire 

To haue(ascarſt thou had't)thy Sonac in hold: 
Burtſince thou haſt him in thy bcettcrPart, 
Asſure thou haſt #im,as thy Soulc,or Heart, 

Yet,for his fightthy thirſtis ſo extreame- 

(The Occanot which comfore {wels ſo high) 

That thoughintothy Parts the Whole ſhould ſtreazae, 

Yer could « nottheurſore Thirſt ſatisfie: * 
* For,that whichjsb:lou'd zvithour annoy, 

* The.Senſes ſcuerally would ſillenioy, 
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Then hauing Him butin'thy Heartthy Heart | 
Hath ſomuch-Sorrow;with that boundlefle blille, 
| That Grace,by Naturezis perplextinpartyz- - + 
Sothe whole Heart thereby perplexed isz __ 
« For,tillFleſh puts onimmortalitic, 
© Jr cannot ſhake off Natures Quzhtie, 


Yet wert thou by his mouth forbid to weep, 
Whoſe Biddings and Ferbiddings areſuch Layes, 
-. Asall arc boundreligiouilly tokeepe,, 
Sith,to infringe them,doth Perdition cauſe 2 
And, fith the vnion twixt you Twois ſuch, 
Thy weeping for thy (cite, humfelfe dothtourh, 


Tooke He not Fleſh of Thee e then istheſame 

Thine, by the law of Nature,which isHis : 

For, Naturenecrer vnion cannot frame, | 

Which makes thineEics to faſhion Teares amille : 
And,fith true Loue doth make you moſt intire, - 
Thea muſt thy Fearcs fall croileto his defire, 


But yet thou ſaiſt, but for thy Selfe thou weep'ſt, 
When thou weep'lt for Him, beceing one with Thee: 
Andfo thou ween'ſt his holy Heaft thou keep'ſt, 
Who,for thy ſclfe to weepe, gaue hberric ; 
Nay,rather gaue command, which to tranſgreſl 
Muſt be moſt damnablec,or little lefle. 


\ Thefaultthereforc,herein,(ifany be) 
' Muſtbe(thou ween'ſt)in becing one with Him : 
Which Sinne,thou (ai{t, proceedes of Gracein Thee 
Both which,in both thine Eics, thou mak'ſt to ſwimme 
Out of EleQion ; fo,prefumptuoully - 
Thou finneft thns by Graces regencie: 


For,ifthe Sunne in Sable him inuolu'd- | 

When Lights inlight'ner quencht was in his Blood; 

If Natures frame was liketo be diflohi'd, *' 

To ſte her Maker marr'd in likelihood : * | 

_ Then OO! who cannot weepefor ſuch aloſl?, 

His heart's more hard than{heart of oake) the Crolle, _ 
OTE H a Thing 
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Thine Heart andEies(for,both alike doe moue, 
Sith Heart and Lookes arc once in Decd, andShow) 
Doe pay him Tribute ofzeligious Loue, . 
Which He hath paid,and thou toHumdo'ſt owe : 

For,whatHe paid thou ow'ſt by double Band 

Which Grace, and Nature ſealcth with thy Hand, 


This dew of Grace nere falls but ſtraight the Sunne ” 
Of Iuſtice doth exhalelt to his Spheare: 
And if the fowleſt face It ouer-runne, 
In Mercies Eies Itmakes It Chriſtallcleare : 
For Eies that ſo oreflowe,are Wels of Grace, 
Whercin Gcd loues to looke,to (ec his face! 


For,this impetiall Water thy poore Heart 

The Lymbeckeis,to Styllit through thine Eiesz 

From Heath of Grace(call d Rue)by Sorrowes Art; 

And,madcgby quenchlefſe Hames of Loue, torie :. 
Wherein the Angels loue themſcluesto plunge,. 
Andioy to'draine theſe drops becomes the Spunge, 


Vpon this Watcr-ſtreames,with winds of ſtrife, 

T hy Soule doth ſaile vato the Port of Peace 

Toraigne for cucr.in the Land of Life, 

Wich him for whomtheſe Surges neuer ceaſe * 
For fith theſe Waves doe whaftfrom Sjnne to Grace, 
From Grace to Glorie then, they paſleapace. 


Thy Sunneis fct,and at hisgoing downe, 
T hefe brackith Seas didriſe to meete his fall; 
That Tethis of thy true lJoue,tothineowne, 
In her moiſt Lap receives this Light of all: 
But fith thou know'ft,by Naturc,hemuſtriſe, 
: Let Grace with comfort clecrethy cloudy Eies, 


No doubt thou would'ſt(by force of that ſtrone Tic 
Enſ.c his Steps,though Sib with his Gore 4 
And could'ſt a Death;with Hels of Torment, die; 
So thou mighr'ſt Ive with Himchat dies no more: 

- T hen to be barr'd of what Loue doth delire, 
-. Turacs Loue to Langor,and her froſtto fire, | 
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* How liuely were that Death, whoſe deadeſt Mcanc 
The dead'it Cadawer,with a Touch, reviucs : 

And makes immaculate Soules molt yncleane, 
Beting Deach of Deaths that giueth life of lives : 
« And honnied were the death of ſuch a life, 

© Where Sinne and Grace arc ſtill at mortall ſtrife. 


For thceu yet liu'ſt as many Deathestofeele 

As thouliu'{t howres; and,no lefle griefeto taſte 

Then was thy welfare 1n his onely wealez 

Which,becing extreame, then extreame woe thou haſt : 
But,checrethce (Saint)lith. nought, ſo violent 
Can(though itperfe&t were)be permanent, | 


Liue out thy liuing Death then,in ſuch peace, 
As tothy dying lite may yeeld repoſe; 
Let woesencrealſe,palt,preſentioyes encreaſe; 
For,they doe winne, at length,that long doeloſe- 
« Andwhen as Griefe's cnthron'd in greateſt grace, 
* Thendowne itmuſt,and Toy volleſſcher place. 


And though thy Souleliues more by force,then choiſlc 
Within thy dying Corps, her liuing Tombe, . | 
Yet, becing there interr'd, ſheemay reioyce Fr 
It did, and doth buth God and her enwambe : 
Then O how bleſſcdis that Earth of Thine, 


That two ſuch Sp'rites of life doth ſtill enſhrige! 


That Sepulcher of Death,and Seate of Life :- 
Thy blistull-bli\lefle-bleficd Body,.O 
I want fit words(while Wordsareallat ſtrife,) 
Thy Bodies ten-times blefled ſtate ro how : 
For,that ſtanch Cheit thole pretious Iewels keepes 


T hatkcepethe Cheſt ſecurein Dolors Deeps. 


Then melc nor, O melt notthy Heart away . 
In flames of Loue,butloue to loue bim (bl: dc LOU 8 
For,it thou heartlefle be,where ſhall he ſtate ? 

And if thou kill'ſt thy heart,thou his do'ſt kill ; 

For,thineis His,then for Him tender It, 

With loue that is,for laſting 0ndly fit, 
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Thou think'|/perhaps)ſo well he lo eth Thee, 
Thar ifthy She for That deere loue hould dic, . 
He would giue Thee his Soulesthy Soule tobe, 
Sith Soulcleſle,now, is. Body,yct,doth lic: 
But ſith from Death to Life he will remoue, 
He His muſt vſc;then keep T hiac for bis lou c 


Thou canſt not fcare his loſle that all reliues, 
For,ardecnc loue quitekilsthe Ague Fearc : 
He can reuviue himſelfe,that All reniues; 
And can make All,as if they never were: 
Then ſich Faith holds,he is ummpotent, 
Hold thee; by Faith almghtily content. 


Let thoſc whoſe Faith begins but now to ſpront, 
Orſenſleſle things that feele the force he telt, 
Themlſclues vnto their Makers fortunc ſute, * 
Whiletheir kind Bowels,in compaſ$ion,melt : 
But be thou ioyfull,asthou taithfullart, _ 
« Sith Faith ſucks comfors out of holy ſmart. 
The Placethat held him, carſt,thou held'ſt an Heau'n; 
The Time thou him enioy'dlt,a merrie Maic : 
Comforts diuine,thcdutics to him giu'n; 
The Aire wherin he breath'd, etcrnall Day: 
If theſe ſcem'd chus,whiles yetheliu'd to die, 
What are they nowheliues immortally ?. 


Thenletnot Feare doubt more than Faith confirme, 
Sith doubts arc Grounds for Griefe to deſcanton : 
And eachmiſhap our hopes doe makeinfirme; 
Though It wemeete not, with Suſpition : 
_ © Lo forceourfriendſhip on amortallfoe, 
* Makes Folly ttiumph4n our ouerthro. 


But, Louc that hath in Feares and Hopes no meaſure, 
The morcltlongs her Qbje&ropofleſle, 
The more it doubts thereof,the dire difplcaſurez 
And btcing dillcis'dthereof,doth hopethelefle : 
ButO'this Loue is bumane,notdiuine, 


For Faith wallnot let Feare true loyedecline. bt 
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Cirift, to thy longing-lotie,isas the River © 
Vnro the chaſed Hart,which ftiltheſcekes ; 
. Andas Menthirſtie, mind burmoyſlure cer, 
So leue doththinke on nought, but wharitlikes?- 
If T hatBeenot, Itſeckes no more to Bee, 
But Becing,It would Be That, bond, or free. 


Loue cannotlive withouther Obue&tliong, 
Sith ſhee then(longing; Yliuesa dying he ; 
Who weenes her Righr,then,ro bo offers wrong, . 
As doth theHusband that forfakes his Wite : 
« For, in our deeds, which Reaſon mightreproue; 
«©©We ſcape voſbent,ifthey were doneinloue. * 


While loue doth lacke the oyle that makes it flame, 

It isall Eare, orEic,co hcare, or fee 

Who can bewrai&or whereabides the ſame, 

T hat there ſhe may in loy,or Sorrow be 
Andliſtens varo Newes wich longing-heed, - 
In hope thereby to find Iterlongingsmeed, 


Ifltbe good,ſhee hopes it's without peere3 
If bad it be, ſheefearesit's worſe thanill : 
But be it goodor bad,ſhee 1 muſt heare, . 
Although theoy or ſorrow her may kill - 
£ Deſire dothneuetr reſt till that be had, 
« Which,liketo that Defirc,is goodor bad. 


Clothe him with Diamonds that quakes for cold, 
Or cramme his purſe with crownesthat'shunger-pin&: - 
That, forafreeze Gowne giue his Iewels would, | 
Th,all kis Crownes for Crufts ofcourſeſt kind; 
6& Ascach ſupplic ſdpplies not each defeQ, 
« So,noughtcontents Deſire, but his Ele&. 


They that hauc moſt, are held moſtrichto be; 
And they that haue their wiſh, held moſt to haue - 
Then,as in Him isall that's wiſht ofthee, | 
So Hee's the Summe of all that thou canſt crave: . 
« Ttisthe greateſt gainethat can bemade, 
%To get cternall good, for goods that face. - 
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But & theſe ThoughtywhichF teb'of ve, 
\ Par now ph > 


In Paradiſe where he (thowRk - aw red E304 6 
- For there he ſaid,theTheeft wirtbimlivs; TY 
T hat day that he of lifewasdifpofleſt; +1 + es | 

, &Then,when thelife of Loueis dead to Griefe, 


, & And iues to Ioy,loy is dead Louecs reliefe. 


Hee,for vs,captiu'd our captive; /  * ! 
And,what is that but death, thedue of Sinne ? 
W hich now hetriumphsoregin victorie, = 
That we might ſtill rcioyce,nor grieue, therein + 

& When Grictc is flaine,it is a wrong to Ioy 

© Our Powres,in Sorrowesſeruice toimploy, 


Yer greater cauſe of griefe Griefe cannot giue : 
Bur greater cauſe of 10y,loy cannor yeeld! 
Grictc, [oy reſiſts,and loy with Griefe,doth ſtriue 
Thus, twixt theſe two, ſtill coubrfall is the field- 
ButIoy,at lalt,(astrue Griete dothprefage) 
Shall Vitor beang no more Batrell wage, 


For,this is He(who though thus skarrified, 
Tormented,flaughtred,andthus vilipended- 
Tharis,indeed, the farſt Manideifted, i 


Whom Mcn-of.God,asGod;to/Men corimended 
To HimtheProphets gauethis Teftimonie; 
That,He ſhould Livejas Mah todictor Many : 
His Skinne,the Whipzzhis Fleſh; Thornes made vaſound; 
The Nailes, his Neruesjthe eractl Speate,his Heart: © * 
Sharp Woes, his SoukGod$\yrath; his Mind did wound; 
So, wounded waginall andev'ry Part! 
| Thus,his Soutes-Sonle was ſacrifiz'd for Sinne, 
That ſo our Soulesmghe,thcirloſt efory,winne, 
His hand of Pow'r,at firſt &&frvutare 
The Belfire of Mans moſtwnconftant kind: © | 
And ſhall thoſe Hands,that Hmid di&f —_—_— R 
This Handalmightie by rhretr fratltie bind 2 
No,no(alas)the Scepter'sinthat Haiid A 
_ ,Thatdoch both Heatfnand Hel) of tight, command! 
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Heeyli Jorious ,rare Arabian Bird, 
apt ult from his4ncin to 
Co flaming Louc,and Charitic bad fir'd) 
fſole ſelfe-pow'r,and ownearbitrement; 


Yet ſhall his atiue Sp'ritc his Fleſh vatombe ? 


Dininely chen,with Triumph (eſared, 

He ſhall rebleſle Thee with ten Thouſand Bliſlcs; 

Whereby thy Soule ſhall ajc berauiſhed | 

With many millions of ſweet Comforts kifles! 
Whoſe Sweetes ſhall be ſo ſuper-naturall, 
That they, perforce, thy Cares ſhall cordial, 


 Thencheere thee ſacred Virgin,mourne no mores 
The worlt is paſt,the beſt is now to come : 
Thy bleſſed Wombey his blefled Body bore, 
To 6Gic accurſt, for which, Hebleſt chy Wombe- 
The Curſe we caus'd,for which, HeDczth indures, 
Then mourne no more, butlet the Gricfe be Qurs, 


Fraile-Fleſhes figniorizing Tyrant,fell, 
(Vſurping Monarchie in her EffeRs 
Stearne Hydra-headed SI'N NE, with Death,and Hell) 
He by his Death,to free our Fleſh,ſubiess 
Thenlet Lifes Death,that Lifes Death doth reliue, 
Kall thy quicke woes,and chy dead iaycsreuiue, 


Serene thy Woe-agumbred Front,ſweet Saintz 

Let loytranſluce thy Beautics blandiſhment ; 

Thy Sonnefecles not(for Death is Sence reſtraint) 

Yet ſees, though dead,thy living languiſhment- 
Which well he —_ Fa. itof Loueprocced) 
Auailes Himnot,nor mends His Killers Creed. 


Thou know'ſt thy charge,thy Maſter thee impos'd, 
Sacrec Evangchft,His Soules deere Lone; 
To thee her Sonne.as to her Sonne diſpos'd; 
O thendiſcharge thy charge,for her behouc: 
And like a Sonne, yeeldher fad Heartrelicfe 
With words that flow from ME RIO oricte, 


And though his Toyles be(Silke-wormelike)his Tombe, 


"ia 


Come, 


Come,come, O Ioſeph, Ni#hod#nicrednie ;! ryniaots cfg alt a, 


Make haſte,poſt haſte,to tak&his Bodydownet /i2 > 1 1 
He yet craues pitty,though He yet be dumbe 7 -* 
Yer, by your wth, your lou&nizyFetbe ſhowne't 2 -- -- 
*Fhough feare 6f Mehdi mike ye Godforfike, | - 

Yet God,fith ye are Men; will mercie-tike; tl + | 
You did none other than his Minidns did: ©; .. 
Whom,ot baſc Groowes, bis Grace did Minnionize * 
Yet,in his Troubles all their Heats they hid} »'t'1 © 1 
And left him for their'Sinnes a Sattihze: - 

Yet ith his Armes areſpread,themto embrace, 

Ye may bcſure Hee'l take you too tu grace... - 


Then fith in loue, yehave obtainedleauc 
Totake him downe that, tumbledgſo wasraiſcd, 
Thendowne retake hitn;and withalk belceve, 11 
He ſhall (1n Heau'n remoutted)aic be Prajied?y a4 14.54 
Vp withyour Seal4-Ceh:to the Tree, « 
To take'downe Heau'nzforgHeau'n of Heau'ns is Hee! 


Ow, Soule ſuppoſe thou ſee (ttheſe worthy Men 
N Ladcn with Linnen,ang with coftly Gumbes, ' 


V ato the bleſled-curſed Crofteto ren, ' Le] 

T'interre his Corps which DEAT H now overcomes; - - 
Where beeingarriu'd,the Ladders vp they reare 
Totake Him downe,withcare,ſurnounting Care ! 


Sce how the Infant Charch(whole feeble force, - 
Hath ſcarſc the ſtrehsth rolitr vp Hand to Head) 
V nites her powers, to take downe his Corſe, 
T hat 1$ altue, and yetis perteR tead: 
See uith what tearetull Caregthe Nailes they draw, 
As1t his Fleſh yet felt,or them He faw, 


W hat prouidencethey vſc,with Linnen large, 
Croſsing his dead Corps, thatto Death was Croft, 
That ſothey may the better wield that Charge, 
And nt, by poize,olethim fall beforc't; 
See how the Body doubles in their Artnes, - 
Whul: Faith ther loue, with teruor,double warmes. 


): Cre 
For, Martyrs Deaths,giuelife to Martyrs more; - 
 THIDE ATHbernr'd, with reaving Them of Life 
' This God did die,as nere did Man before; 
= For,Hee by yeelding meckely,conquer'd Strife :. _ 
His Pattencein ſuch Paſsions, andſuch Spightes, 
+. Doth Life-inſpire the taith of Proſclites, 


Tt is in vaine,thercfore,with Sword,or Fire, . 
To ſceke to planta Faith which cannorgrowe 
For,Saints bloedchokes [tere It can aſpire; 
And.like a Deluge, doth [touerflow! 
,, For, whenthe Churchis bath'din Her owneblood,. 
,, Shee scur;dofall.Diſcaſes, in that Flood! 


Who will or runne into an Hell of Paine . 
For His Hopes ſake;when he ſees {ome therein 
(For that ſame caule)to ſeeme in blitſeto raigne; 
And by that Blifle,eternall Glorie winne? 
> I's (port cogdie, when Lite,and Death confpire, 
,» Fearc to cxclude,and ſatiate the Deſire! 


Ell,now,thoſe Women; that were fled him fro 
| V (When Tempeltsrag d)are come,theCoalt being cleare, 
To pay himtheiz laſt Dutiezlich nomo- 16, 


Q 
' They ſhall not(as they doubt) Him fee, norhearc: .:.... 
Now etyry.08e is bulied, bulily, 


To grace Him, Dead,that for their grace did die, 


Now,downe they haue this dead Life-giuing Lord, 
And now,their Zeale, with diutne adorauen, :: , 
Performes Loues complements in deedandword: | 
Now, He hath ſuffred,now,they ſufter Paſyion : 
They ſpice Hun ſweerly, with falt ceares among, 
And, of lad Sighes, they make their Obirt-Song. 


O cruell hands(quoth.one)that pierc'd theſe Hands; / 
* But,tarre more cruell heargpthar gor'd:this beater; 
Curlt(quoth another)beecheirteer, that ſtand 
In Sinners Way, who didthete Feet endart- 
O(quorh a Third) Paine, ftiil that Head ſuround, 
1 hacywith chele ciuell Thornes, this Head hath crown'd, 
Is 4 Internal] 
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Infernall Furics, whip them,thathave corne 
This bleſſed Fleth, thus whipt,accurſedlyy ; 
And be their Fic(h,with Wants, to notliung' worne,. 
Thatthus have worne the Fleſh ot Deitie: 

O worme of Conſcience, naw their Sonles tonought, 
T hat ſtill.d1d plague his Soulc,and vexe his Thought, 


Letnever Sunne recheere them with his Rates, 

T hat Iuſtice Sonne hauethus in purple clowded; 

Let nere Mouth ope,but ſpit intheirdiſpraiſe, 

T hat havetheſc Lips in Death's pale Lin'ry ſhrouded: 
*Thus all like Honny-Bees {weet murmure make, 
« Acainſtthoſe Waſpes, that ſpoil'd their honny Cake, 


Now,draw they forth their Aromaticke Gumbes, 
His Fleſh,molt ſweet,to make moſt oderous;: 
See,{ce, how,now,His T raine(late ſcatt'red)comes, 
Trooping, with drooping Hearts;moſtdolorous, 
To helpe t'embalme Him,and condole His death; 
And to conſort His Carcaſleto theEarth, | 


Sec how,in:Pcace,they ſtriue,in Lone, contend; 
To kille,and rekifle, his gore-crulted Facez 
Aund,with cach kifle,Teares Floods their force extend 
Which ſhall anticipate the otherspace x 
Loc,how they.hug Him, with lowd-tſhaking cries, 
Some,hugge his Armes,and others Legges,and Thies, 
But, bleſt is He that hath his Head in hold, 
Hee holds his hold till crowdenforcehimchence 
Yeterec he parts,bis kiſſes millifold, 
Bewray his loue, and louing diligence: 
Ang,as the Babes loathto leaue the Dugge 
Forepin'd with thirſt; ſo,athis Lipsthey tugge, 
Sweet /eſus,viuc me leaue;in ſtrong conceit, 
Among thelc holy Ones,to kilſethee once 
I,as ynworthy, will their leiſure waite, 
With vigilant attendance for the nonce : 
Though they, in-Joue,are not my ſclfc above, 
:*For,who hath moſt forgiuen,molt doth loue, 


If notthy Lips.(for, I conſelle(deereSweete)- 
Iam vnworthy ſuch preheminence!) , 
Yet-giue me leaucto kille thy ſacred Feet; - 
And waſh thena with my ſad Teares confluences 
Let me,wath Afaric,who had much forgiu'n, 
(Yet I much more)make Them my higheſt Heau'n, 


For, I{aye me)I am that Lumpe of Sinne; . _ 

That made thy Soule fo heaute to the death! 

L;cu'ry day,afreſhthy woes begin, | 

Breathing out Death,to thee, with my Lifes breath? 
Farre worſe than he that(blind)thy Heart did gore, 
For, I doe ſee,and yet doe wound it more! 


O Chrif,with thy Rod, (trike my Rockie Heart, 

That itmay flow tor Thee,as Thinefor me 

Olecitbleed,in pittie of thy ſmart, 

Andleaue to thinke on ought that grieueth Thee: 
Bleed Heart, weepe Etes,thar Blood and Water may 
Wath Blood, and Water, which L{pilt, away, - 


Sweet, Honnied Sweet! looke, looke into my Heart, - 
Sce what Deſires thy Loue doth pow'r therein, 
Touching thy Louc;I know thou halt the Arts 
To makethec ſamein Deedgthy Loue to-winne : 
Sith thy gracemakesthe Will,and Deed, intire, 
O gine me grace co Doc,as I Dehire.- 


Andas it's written ofthe Elephant, 4 

That he is ficrce,to ſee Grapes blood diffus'de. 

SOletme(Wretch)become molt yaliant 

Gainſt Death,and Hell, toſeethy Bloodeffus'd:—  » 
Who art the Grape, which preſled onthe Croſle,- 
Yeclds.-wine of Lite, and makes vs live by lofſe, . - 


When I behold thy ſtill-freſh. bleeding Wounds, 
I {ce the Deed, to worke with the Defire | 
Of myRedemption;which, my: Soule'confonnds 
With ſhame,though It the ſame doth1ife-inſpires 
Whoſe good-Deeds,by Delire,are onely done, . * 
JT hough good Decds-cnd,what good Defires begun — 
I 3 When,.. 
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When,when,dcere Lord, O'when ſhall I, (ſraule I!) 
Reſiſt co Blood, thy bloody foes relilt ? 3449 
When,for thy ſake,ſhall I delireto die ? - 
And in that deere Delire,in Deed,inſilt 2 | 
Till whea,[ hold my deer'lt Deſires to be 
Vnworthy of thy Crolle,much lefle of Thee, 


Can I behold thy Gore-roughecaſted Corle, 
Thine,Head,Hearr, Hands, Backe,Side,Feer, wounded all, 
Andall to f:ceme from thy Fathers Curſe 3 
Andalil Idoe,is butthercintofall ! 

Ie trait Thy Secrecic;zHearke,in thine Eare, 

I am the worſt redeems'd with Blood ſo deere | 


Then,g0od Delires can nererepay the Debt 

Which thee I owe, by Deeds,ſcal'd with thyBloodz 

My ſelfe.thy Duc, | ſhould coo much forget, 

Tolecketo paie/Thee with none other good : 
For, Lam Thine, Thau deercly paid tor me, 
Then boch my Life and Death ſhould hoaour Thee; 

This World, this Helliſh World,doth dimwe mine Eies, 

(My IudgementsEics)that they but darkly ſec 

The way co worke, by louc,as workethe wile, 

(TI he godly wiſe) whoſe workestendallro Thee : 
Then helpe me, Louczto workefor T hee alone; 
Meane whule let me thy Pafsion thinke vpon, 


Now doth this louing ſacred Synaxic 


(With diuine Orizons,and deuput Teares): - 
Enſindon Him with choileſt Draperiez 


And totheSepulcher bis Body beares; . + 
Andas they beare him itep,by ſtep,they poure 
Downe ſhowres of Teares, which winds ofSighes procure, 

But ah(alaſſe)hig Mother, all this while; -.. . 

Like Niobe (as Poets faine)ſiill fits 31; - , 4 Of, 2+ | 

All as thee did herSenſesreconcile:; , IO 

To ſenllelleDeath,and werein Tranced fits : 
Without os Spyice grLite,cr H eart,or Soule, 
Her violent woes her Senſes ſo.comroule! 


Now, 


Or (9% Fes! : 
Now, Loue,to his laſt Home-hath Hini conuat'd,”” 1 it 77 TP 
T hat had no Hole; tn Life, to hide his Head; ig 
T his Hole,in Death, ſhall doe what Late denai'd, 
Yet ſhdll|;tnotlong hold Himbeeing dead : 
For, Heau'ns h1s Home, Earth's butthe Babylon, 
VponwhoſeRiuversbankes, He ſtill did moane, 


Here Loue contends with Cuſtome; Loue would keepe 

His Corps without,Cultome, within the Graue: 

But Tyrant Cuſtome, ſwaying Louc doth weepe, 

That Her deere L O V E ſhee may no longer haue ; | 
And,fora Farc-well, Volley s forth her Voice, ' 
In Grones,and S1ghes, and Lachrimable Noile, ; 


Ow Hce's interr'd that all the World intombes, 
But 1n the Center of his Court dituine; T7 

Yetleaſt Point of that Center,now,enwom bes 

This Lord,whole greatneſle nothing can containe ! 


Gods Peace be wich Him,ftth Hee's God of Peace, A 
Ti!lby his pow 'r He makes his Death deceale, | 


Vaheau'n your clues, ye holy Cherubins, 

And give attendance on your Lord;ia Earth - 

Couer his Corps with your Celeitiall wings, 

From all that naturally annoyes bencath : 
Deſcend ſweet Angels(Legioniz'd in Rankes) 
And make yourHcaunon his Sepulchers Bankes. 


There warbleforth your Hymnes of higheſt praiſe, 

In higheſt honour, of your k1ghelt Lord; | | 

And Lullabie afleep his Watchers Etes, | 

With ſecretSoule-enchanting (weet concords : 
Whiles with Eie-blinding Beames of Glory dight, 
He taire amouats, iv trolicke his Saiits ſight! 


Bur tell me,O thou taiceſt Faire of Mcn, 
Where do'it thou lov.\!ge? at Noone-day,where doit f1::pe 
Ocell my Soule,and $Shce will find 1 ice then, 
Ana, as her Soule, T hee found, will ſatcly keep : 
For, Thou more cleere than Springs of #ſe2ov 
Haſt madcHer, with; wore clecce, bloc o 41d! 
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Thy Wintry-* Woes arepaſt Spights ſtormsare.ceas'dy 

Now flowrcs of Comfort, burgen eury where: 

Then riſe my Louc(thou canſt not bediſeas'd) | 

Our of the * Rockes Holes riſe, comee appearer ' 
And,in the Holes of Theczher refuge Rocke, "7 
My Soulefrom from deadly Sinne,and Shame vp-locke- . 


Out of this Rocke(as out of Paradiſe) 
Runne (through the Moſle of my moltfecble Fleſh) 
Vnto my Soule(all ſoil'd with Sinne, and Vice) 
Grhons of goldcy (treames, her to rctreſh:; 

So,may it runne,O ſtill ſo may itrunne, 


Tillit hath made her,blacke, as bright az ſunne, 


O Gates of Heau'n! orientall,olorious Gates! 
O Wounds ! no Wounds, but Havu'ns ofHcau'n ſecure! 
Neaſts of cleanc Doues, and Forts from felleſt Fates! 
Bleſſed Balme-Boxes,that albſoresrecurc! 

O lctmelinipg dic,and dving luc, 

In theſe moſt holy Wounds that Life doe giue! 


Octtheſe Wonnds,theſe Woundes indeprauate, 
c holy Sanctuaries for my whole Man; 
That though finnes ſoresItoft coninquinarte, 
Aet,there,Itmay be made as whitz as Swanne! 
O holy Wounds! Wounds holicr than all Holies, 
Stilllet your Bloods, be Floods,t'ingulph my Foltes. 


When Woes doc wound mc,wind me inthy Wounds 
Sweet /eſus,that for me, with Woe,waſt wounded; 
When Foes, by Wounds,my Bodies life confound, 
ThenletmySoulc in thy Wounds be ſurrounded: 

| There.lct Her reitſecurely,till hee may 

. Bythy high Grace,reſume,in Blitſe, her Clay, 


When carnall Luſt,my Fleſh,(fraile Fleſhinflames, 
Thenquench the ſame in thy Wounds, bleeding (hl: 
When Furic,wich ftron hand,my Mind vntrames, 
Then inthy Wounds ons Itto thy Will: 

In few,by this moſt bloody Imm» lation, 


Let my by» parted ſelfe haue whole Saluation. 
a 


Or (b#riftiC "7 
Andthou,O juſt commanderofthis' Allt DN, 237 
To pleaſc whole Luſtice,luſtice Death eaduy "R 
Thou,that I har death mad'ſt molt patheticall, 
Inſpirc me with Loue,Hope,and Faith aflur'd : 
That while I breaththts ayre,my veicemay be 
* Nolightvaine Ayre,but voyce aduancing Thee. 


And deepely dic each obie& of my Senſe, 

In uacture of thy Sonnes all ſauing Bloud : 

By whuch Aſpect my Mindesremuulcence 

May ruminate the vertve of that z00d 
T hat 1s our San um bonnm and the rate 
OtSinne,Gods wrath,and .vit,chovgh heauy, hate. 


O holy God! then looke, O Icoke on me 


Through the through-wour.ded Sidesof thy deercSonne3 


Olermy Scarlet Singes, pure purple be 

In his deere Blood, my Sinnes Purgation:; 
For eu'n as through redde Gl: ſe, brrgs red do ſeeme, 
£o ghrougb that 51:04, my Fs thou gocd wilt deems) 


Thekingdome of the Fleſh is ſwaid by Sinne 

In Chriſt,that kingdome, thou haſt crucified; 

Then,let me dwell thar faulrleſle Fleſh within; 

Sith Sinn ſubdues all humane Fleſh beſide: 
Then,there,O there !letme both line, and die, . 
Sith Life,by Death,there lwes:mmortally! 


The Diucll,and the World(two Worlds of Strife, 

With whom my |leth confpires) my Souleaflaile: 

Whoyto deſtroy her ſelte g1ues them a knife; 

Andſo with them conſpires, her {elle to ſpotle: 
Then, if theu fleſh her not with Chr; thee dies; 
Forſhee i inmy Fleſh, hues noncotherwite. 


But,ſhall I make long Furrowes on his Backe? 
Or thi makeHim bur! loape my Sinnes co ſcowre 2 
Shall He ſupply the Pow'rmy fonle doth lacke ? 
Yct m ſhee es ſtil be1dle with his pow re ? 
0{Lord)no,thar'snot the way to winne, 
Bur ng oncly way tO liuc,and dicin {inne, 
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Thenhelpe me;Lord,to helphis helping might 
And,giuemgotthy gogds,to grace his Grace: 
Let normy ſtoth but clogge your actiue 5p ritz 
Alchough it doe the Same,in Loue, cmbrace * 

\. For,fith in Action, Vertve doth conlift, 

Helpeme to worke together, with my Chrift, 


Had 1 all Faith,aud Moumtaines could remouc, 
And though I gaue my Body to the Fire; 
All this were nothing,1f 1 had not Louez 
Then, lively Faithgmecre Loue doth Life-inſpire: 
Sith chen, without Loue,Faith doth nought but die, 


& Giueme that Faith that liues by Charitic. 


Had I,of Men,or Cherubins the Tongues, 

Knew I all Secrets,or all Prophelie z 

FedI the poore,with all tome belongs, 

Alltheſe,wicthout Loue,do bur, lwing, diet 
And,ſfith on Love depends theRoyall Law, 
O let my faith(Lord)worke in Louc,and awe, 


Chriſt is aRocke of Refuge but tothoſe 
T hat fight thy Battailes;then needs muſt I ighe 
Againit both Thy, and My ſtili-f6ghting Foes, 
And,cuer flicto Hum,in want of might; 
Lermg reff on this Rocke;but yet,ſo reſt, 
&s,by my ſloath,He may notbe oppreſt, 


I long(ſweet God)to ſeethy vnſcenc Face, 
Thenputme inthis Rocks moſt holy Riftsz 
33- ThatI,withCMofes,theremay ſecthy Grace, 
Sith It cannot be ſcene, butchrough theſe Clitts-: 
Butitl be vamcet thy Face to ken, 
© Shew me thy back-parts;kind Lord! ſay, Amen. 


Goa forbid that I ſhould glorie ſaving in the Croſſe of ig Lord Ioſus 
Chriſt F, by whows the World is crucified tome,ord Ltoth eWorld: 


Ioun Dayins of Hereford; 


—_—— Ee I nemo ee 


SONETS. 


He oftcrſinne,the more griefe, ſhewes a Saint; 
The ofter finne,theleſlegriefe,notesa Fiend : 
But oft with grieteto finne,the ſoule doth taint; 
And oftte fanne with 1oy,the ſoule doth read. 
To (inne on Hope, ſinne moſt full of Fearcy 
To ſinuc of malice,1s che Duels ſinne- 
Oneis, that Chriff may greater burden beare; 
Theother, that kis Death might ſtill beginne, 
Toſinneof Frailtie,is a ſtnne Bur weake; 
To finnein ſtrength,the ſtronger makes theblame: 
The firſt,the Reed (rift bare, hath powre to breake; 
T he laſt, his thornie-Crowne can ſcarſe vnframe: 
But, finally,co finnemalitjouſly, 
Recd,Crowne,nor Crolle,hath pow'r to crucific! 


. 


Lthough we-doe not all the Good weloue, 
But fii]L in lone,defire crodocthe ſame; 

Nor lcaucthe finnes we hate,but hating moue 

Our Soule and Bodies Powres,their Powres to tame3 
The Good we doc,God takes asdonearight; 

That we delire to doe He taxesas done: 

The ſinne weſhunne, He will with Grace requite; 
And nor imputethe finne welecke to {hunne, 


K 2 


7 


Burt, 


Conets, © 


But;pood Defires produce no worſer Deeds, 
For,Goddorh bot togetherfliphtly) gives 
Becauſe he khowes a righteous Mar: muſt needs 
&« By Faith, that workes by Loue, for cuerliue : 
Then,todoe noughr, but onely in Delire, 
Is Louethat burnes,but burnes like painced Fire. 


; 3 4 


Righteous man (hl! feareth all his Deeds, 
Leit done for tcare,or in hypocrilie : 
Hypocrilie(as with the Corne doe Weeds) 
Sull growes vp with Faich,Hope,and Charitie, 
Butit bewraies they arcno Hypocrites, 
Thatmoſt ofall Hypocriſie doc feare : 
For,who are worſt of all in their owne lights, 
ln Gods decre ſight dce belt of all appearc. 
To feare that we nor loue,nor fearcaright, 
Js noleſle pertedG feare, thanrighteſt ue : 
Ando luſpeR our (tepsin greateſt light, 
Doth argue God our Hearts and ſteps doth moue: 
Butright torun, and feare no whitat all, 
Prelageth we are ncerc a fearefull fall. 


LL ff 


[ omney meas I doe follow Chriſt, 

ls the perſualiu'lt ſpeech the Prieſt can vſc; 
1 his Conijuration Fiends can ſcarſerefiſt; 
For,ſhame will quite confound them that refuſe, 


When Paſtors ſhew what ſhpuld be done in Deed, 
Ther Hlocke will follow them, though nought they lays 
Sith they the hungry ſoules and bodies feed; 

Andreaca therighteſt Truth,the readieſt way, 


Thus, wortay Prieſts getReverence,Loue,and Feares 
While wordy Ones ſcorne,hate,and ſhame doe figde: 


1 IS: & * 


For Windsof Spight their higheſt failes doe teare, 
Who make themſctues nought elfe but ſubtill Windes 
For,thovgh a Foote-ball mounts oft by the ſame, 


Yet is Itſpurn'dand made the Peoples game. 


Fo 


JT's n-t ſo bleſled to receive as give: - 

Yer Men abounding mall Bleſsings take 
Reliefe from All, yer they will Some relicue, 
- Sith they ſee Riches here, Men bleſſed make, 


Then,this Worlds bleſt in Shew, butcurſt in Deed: 
Chris BOD Yan the Earth growes leſle andlefle- 


Whoſc Members, that ſhould one another feed, 
Let one another pine through wretchedneſle, - 


Yee,ſcedis not the ſoyles wherein Its ſow'n, 

But his that ſow'd It ; ſo,the Almes we ſowe 

Is not ſo much the Beggars,as our owne; 

Sith Icin Them for our Soules gaine doth grow x 
Then,ofall Soyles tnat yeeld moſt Interett, 
© The Belly ot the Beggaristhe beſt, 


6, 


Raier,ifit be compleat,is of pow'r 
I'o oucr-rule almightie Pow' and Grace? 
For,It can their Omnipotence procure 
To doe what not 2(it good )in any Cale. 


But as Queene Heſter came before her King, 
Two Muds attend'ng,to ſupport her port, 
Leaning on one,the other cary ing 

Her Princely Traine,in moſt maicſticke ſort. 


So,Praier muſt attended be with Two, 
Fafting,and Almeſdeeds,commmng to ber King 


Then; 
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= FFhen,whar Shee will have done,that will He doe; 

* © — ThoughShee His Kingdome crauc,orany Thing : 

| But when Shee comes not thus, the AltotSinnre 
Is rcadier than Tewpration to begin! | 


J « 


N th'Att ef finne the guiltof Conſcience = 

Doth ſpoile our ſport,ſith our Soulcs(fainting) bleed 
For,that Worme fecds vpon our inward (enſc, 
Morcthan finnes Manna outward ſcnſc doth feed, 


But keon whom Gods glorious face doth ſhine, 
The more his Griefes,the more his Ioyes abound : 
F or, who aredrunke with divine Pleaſures Wine, 
Can fecle no Torments which che ſenſes wound. 


Then'tisa Torment nere to be tormented 
In Vertues cauſe;norgfor Sinnes fowle default: 
And,no worle Tcmpring, thannereto betempted ; 
For, we muſt peace attaineby Sinnes aſlavlt - 
. Then blcſledis the Croflethat brings the Crowne, 


And glorious is the Shame that gaines Renowne, 
8. 


Ertue confiſtsin Aion;which conſiſts 


Indoing That which Vertue doth command 3 
Butthis iniurious World theſame reſiſts, 


Whoſe Aftions are perform'd by Vices Band. 


Then, hardly can the Willing,weakein AQ, 
Shew forth the vertue of their aRiue Will; . 
But that the World their vertue will coact 
Toad tac Part of Vice with greater $kill. 


Then,let the Willing-weake the World for 70C, 
And aQt the parts of Vertue,where,alonc, 


God,and his Angels,may their ARtons know; 
=Y (ball they be beloued, prais'd,and men 
6 For,cleere is muddy water ſtanding ſtill, 
* © <Butbecing ftirr'd,itloaoke like Pudgle will, 


And,hide me in the wildeſt Waſte or Wood, 
Yet Fame will find me out if I be good, _. 
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